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MY DEAR SIR, i

Ir the dedication of a work like the present, could
afford any adequate expression of high respect and
regard, I should feel greater pleasure than I do in

ering you these Kageu; but such things have be-
come so common that, though every one who knows
you will understand the feelings which induce me
to present you with this small tribute, yet I cannot
but be aware that 1t is very little worthy of your ac-
ceptance. You will receive it, however, I know,
with the same kindness which you have frequently
displayed towards me, as a marz,'howe'vor slight, of
my gratitude for the interest you have always shown
in myself and my works, and as a testimony of un-
feigned esteem from one who can fully appreciate in
otll):m higher qualities than he can pretend to him-
8e

Although I am inclined to believe that the public
may judge this one of the most interesting tales I
have written, [ can take but little credit to myselt
on that account ; for all the principal events ste so
strictly historical that little was left to the author
but to tell them as agreeably as he could. The
story of the fair and unfortunate Arabella Stuart is
well known to every one at all acquainted with
English history, a.ndrgu called forth more than one

of considerable mefit, though I believe, as yet,

ve never been the foundation of a romance. From

that stori, as it has been told by contemporaries, [

hag had but little occasion to deviate, merely m:g-

plying a few occasional links to connect it with oth-
er events of the time. .

In depicting the characters of the various persons
who appear upon the scene, however, I have had a
more dgﬂicnlt task to perform, being most anxious to
represent them as they y were, and not on any
account to distort and caricature them. The rudes~
ness of the age, the violent passions that were called
into action, the bold and erratic disregard which
thus reigned of all those principles which have now
been universally recognized for many years, render-
ed it not easy to give the appearance of truth and
reality to events that did actually happen, and to per-
sonages who have indeed existed ; for to the age of
James L. may well be applied the often-repeated
maxim, that ¢ Truth is stranger than fiction.”

Difficulties as great, and many others of a different
description, have been overcome in the extraordinary
romance called ** Ferrers;” but it is not every one
who possesses the powers of vigorous delineation
which have been displayed by the author of that re-
markable work ; and I have been obliged to trust to
the reader’s knowledge of history to justify me in the
representation which I have given of characters and
scenes which might seem overstrained and unnatu-
ral, to those who have been only accustomed to travel
over the railroad level of modern civilization.

The character of James I. himself has been por-
trayed by Sir Walter Scott with skill, to which I
can in no degree pretend, but wjth a very lenient
hand. He here appears under a moreyepulsive as-
pect. As a cold, brutal, vain, frivolous tyrant. Nev-
ertheless, every act which I have attributed to him

blackens the page of history, with many others,

The Oaks, near Walmer, Kent,
1t December, 16843,

even more dark and foul, which I have not found
necmrg to introduce. Indeed, I woild not even
add one deed which agpeared to be in the least de-
gree doubtful ; for I do believe that we have no
right to charge the memory of the dead with any-
thing that is not absolutely proved against them.
We must remember that we try them in a court
where they cannot plead ; before a jury chosen b
ourséives ; and pronounce a sentence against whic
they can make no appeal : and 1 should be as unwil-
ling; to add to the load of guilt which weighs down
tlie reputation of a bad man, as to detract from the
high tame and honour of a great and good one. M
conviction, however, is unalterable, that James I.
was at once one of the most cruel tyrants, and one
of the most disgusting men that ever sat upon a
throne.

In the account I have given of Lady Essex, I shall
probably be accused of having drawn an incamate
fiend ; but I reply, that I have not done it. Her
character is traced in the same colours by the hand
of History. Fortunately, it so happens that few
have ever been like her, for wickedness is y
a plant of slow growth, and we rarely find that ex-
treme youth is totally devoid of virtues, thouih it
may be stained with many vices. Such as [ have
found her, so have | painted her; suppressing, in-
deed, many traits and many actions'which were un-
fit for the eye, of a part at least, of my readers. Dark.
as her character was, however, its introduction into
this tale afforded me a great advantage by the con-
trast it presented to that of Arabella Stuart herself ;
bri g out the brightness of that sweet lady's
mind, and the gentleness of her heart, in high relief;
and, [ l:;pe and trust, tending to impress upon the
minds of those who peruse these pages, the excel-
lence of virtue and the deformity of vice. :

Upon the character and fate of Sir Thomas Over-
bury there has always hung a degree of mystery.
I do not know whether these pages may tend at
all to dispel it, but, at all events, [ have not written
them without examining minutely into all the facts;
and, probably, the conclusions, at which I have ar-
rived, are as accurate as those of others. | must
reserve, however, one statement for which I find no
authority, but which was necessary to the construc--
tion of my stor{, namely, that which refers to Over-
bury’s proposal of a marriage between Rochester
and the Lady Arabella. i

I need not tell one so intimately acquainted with
English history as yourself, that all the other char-
acters here introduced,.with one or two exceptions
among the inferit:;fersomges, are historical ; and
1 have endeavoured, to the best of my power, to-
represent them such as they really were.:

aving said thus much, [ shall add no more, for,
in submitting the work to you, though I know [
shall have an acute judge, yet I shall have a kind
one ; and trusting that you will, at all events, derive
some amusement from these pages, I will only far
ther beg you to believe me, X

My dear sir,
Your most faithful servant,
G. P. R. JAMES.
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CHAPTER 1L

Trere was a small, oldfashioned, red brick
house, situated just upon the verge of Cam-
bridgeshire, not in the least peculiar in its as-
pect, and yet deserving a description. 'The read-
er shall know why before we have done. As
you came along the road from London you de-
scended a gentle hill, not very long, and yet lon,
enough to form, with an opposite rise, one o
those sweet, calm valleys which are peculiarly
characteristic of the greater Pan of this country.
‘When you were at the top of the hill, in looking
down over some hedgerows and green fields, the
first thing your eye lighted upon in the bottom
of the dale was a quick-running stream, which
seemed to have a peculiar art of eatching the
sunshine wherever it was to be found. Its
course, though almost as rapid as if it had come
down from a mountain—having had, it is true,
a pretty sharp descent about a mile to the west-
ward—was nevertheless, at this sggt, directed
through soft green mea&ows, and between flat
and even banks. The water was of some depth
also, not less in general than from five to six
feet, though not in most places above four or
five yards in width. Where it crossed the road,
however, there being no bridge, and the highway
somewhat raised, it spread itself out into a good
broad, shallow stream, which, in the deepest
part, only washed your horse’s feet a little above
the pastern.

.Having carried it thus far, reader, we will
leave it, without pursuing its course on towards
the sea, which it reached somehow and some-
where, by ways and through channels with which
we have nothing to do.

The eye of the traveller, however, on the Lon-
don road, in tracing this stream farther up, came
upon a clump of tall old trees, disencumbered
of all brushwood, spreading wide at the top, but
ungarnished by boughs or green leaves below,
and affording habitation to a multitude of busy
rooks, whose inharmonious voices—when joined
together in full chorus, and heard from a dis-
tance—formed a peculiar kind of melody, con-
necting itself with many memories in the hearts
of almost every one, and rousing soft and pen-
sive imaginations from its intimate connexion
with those country scenes and calm pleasures
among which must lie all man’s sweetest asso-
ciations. From the top of the hill on which we
have placed ourselves, a number of chimne
tops, somewhat quaint and fantastic in their
forms, appeared to be actually rising from the
very heart of the rookery; but if you stopped to
let your horse drink at the stream in the bottom
of the valley, and looked up its course to the
left, you perceived that the house to which those
thimneys belonged lay at the distance of more
jhan two hundred yards from the trees, and had
a large garden with a long terrace, and a low
wall between it and them.

The maunsion was of no great extent, as we
have already hinted, and might belong to a gen-
tleman of limited means, though moving in the
better ranks of life; the windows were princi-
pally of that peculiar form which was first intro-
duced under the Tudors, as the pointed arch of
a preceding epoash began to bow itself down to-
wards the straight line in which it was extin-
guished not long after. The whole building
might have risen from the ground somewhat
more than half a century before the period of
which we now speak, perhaps in the reign of
Mary Tudor, perhaps in that of her brother Ed-
ward; and yet I will not take upon myself te
say that the bloody and ferocious monster, their
father, might not have seen it as he travelled
down into Cambridgeshire. The colouring, in-
deed, was of that soiled and sombre hue, which
bespoke long acquaintance with the weather;
and though originally the glowing red bricks
might have shown as rubicund a face as any
newly-painted Dutch house at the side of a ca-
nal, they were now sobered down with age, and
gray with the cankerinihand oftime. Although
the garden was neatly kept, and somnewhat prim,
according to the fashion of the day, and a bowl-
ing-green just within the terrace was as trim and
neatly shaved as if the scythe passed over it
every morning, nevertheless about the building
itself were some signs and symptoms of decay,
the work of neglect rather than of time. In-
stead of neat and orderly pointing, the brick-
work displayed, in various places, many an un-
stoEped d|.oint; and though, doubtless, weather-
tight within, the stone coping was here and there
broken, while one or two of the chimneys, which
were gathered into groups of four set angularly,
displayed the want of a brick in various places,
which destroyed their fair proportions, without,
perhaps, affecting their soundness,

It was in the year 1603, two hundred and forty
{ears ago, reader, a long time for you and me t¢
ook back to, but yet the men and women of
those days were the same creatures that we see
moving round us at present, with this slight dif-
ference, that they had been less inured to restrain
their passions and conceal their feelings than
we are in a more polished and civilized state of
society. Two hundred and forty years! What
a lapse of time it seems; and yet, to each of the
many whose lives have filled up the intervening

riod, their own allotted ri)ortion, when they have
ooked back from the end of existence to the be-
ginning, has seemed but a mere point-—a mo-
ment out of the long eternity. To each, too, the
changes which have taken place, and which to
us, in the aggregate, appear vast and extraordi-
nary, have been so slow and gradual that he has
scarcely perceived them, any more than we no-
tice the alteration which fashion effects in our
garments as we go on from year to year. Cus-
toms and manners, indeed, were very different in
those days, though human beings were the same;
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but we must not stop to dwell upon minute par-
ticulars, or to detail forms and ceremonies, for it
is not so much our object to depict the fashions
and habits of that age as to sketch a sad and ex-
traordinary part of its history. .

Between six and seven o’clock on an evening
in the month of May, while the sky overhead
was just beginning to be tinged with the hues of
the declining sun, and the old trees of the rook-
ery, covered with their young green leaves,
looked almost autumnal in the various tints
with which spring had decked them, a gentle-
man of fifty-eight or fifty-nine years of age
walked slowly up and down upon the terrace
which ran along before the building. He was
upright in figure, well made though spare in
form, rather below than above the middle height,
calm and sedate in his step, thoughtful and per-
haps sad in the expression of his countenance.
His hair was quite white, soft, silky, and hang-
ing, as was then customary, in curls upon his
neck. His eyebrows, which, like his hair and
beard, were colourless, were somewhat bushy
and arched. His mustaches were neatly trim-
med, and his beard pointed, not very long, but
yet not cut round, as was the fashion with the

ounger men of the day. He was dressed in

ack velvet, with shoes bearing large black ro-
seltes, a small hat with a single feather, and had
no ornament whatsoever about his person, un-
less the buttons of jet which studded his doublet,
and the clasp of the same material which fast-
ened his short cloak, deserved.that name.

He was, indeed, altogether a very grave and
serious-looking personage, with much mildness
and benevolence as well as sagacity in his coun-
tenance; and yet there was a certain slight turn
of the lip, an occasional twinkle of the eye, and
a drawing up of the nostril, which seemed to in-
dicate the slightest possible touch of a sarcastic
spirit, which had, perhaps, at an earlier period,
been more unruly, though it was now chastened
by the cares, the sorrows, the anxieties, and the
experience of life.

e walked up and down, then, upon the
terrace for some minutes, each time he turned,
whether at the one end or the other, gazing down
the course of the stream between the slopes of
the hills towards the spot where the road from
London crossed the valley, and then again bend-
ing his eyes apon the ground in meditation. Oc-
easionally, however, he would look up to the sky,
or down into the bowling-green; and, after one
of the latter contemplations, he descended a
flight of four stone steps which led down to the
greensward, with the same calm and sedate step
which had distinguished his promenade above;
and taking upthe large round wooden ball which
lay on the grass, he held it in his hand for a mo-
ment, and then bowled it deliberately at a set
of skittles which had remained standing at the
other end of the green. The ball hit the pin at
which it was aimed, which in its fall overthrew
a namber of others, while the gentleman whose
hand had despatched the messenger of mischief
on its errand looked on with a grave smile,
There was evidently something more in the ex-
pression of his countenance than mere amuse-
ment at seeing the heavy pieces of wond tumble
over one another, and he murmured to himself
as he turned away,

“Thus it is with human Projects—ay, the best
intended and most firmly founded; some acci-
dental stroke overtbrows one of our moral nine-
pins, and down go the whole nine!”

ARABELLA STUART.

b So saying, he returned to the terrace, and
raising his voice, he cried, *“Lakyn, Lakyn!”
upon which a stout old serving-man with a badge
upon his arm came out unbonneted to receive
his master's commands.

« Take away those ninepins, Lakyn,” said the
gentleman ; “ they have no business on the bowl-
ing-green ; and put the bowls, too, under shelter.
It will rain before morning.”

“Cod bless your worship,” replied the ser-
vant, looking up to the sky, * you are as weath-
er-wise as a conjurer.”

“Or a shepherd,” replied the gentleman, re-
suming his walk ; and the old man proceeded to
gather up the implements of the good old game
of our ancestors, muttering to himself, “ Who
would have thought it would rain before morn-
ing with such a sky as that? He knows more
than other men, that’s certain.”

‘While he was busy with the bowls, his mas-
ter's eye, glancing down again as before to the
spot where the road and the stream met, rested
on the figure of a single horseman coming from
the direction of London.

“ There! Lakyn, Lakyn!” be exclaimed;
“run in, and never mind the bowls. Tell Sharpe
to go round and take Mr. Seymour’s horse at
the garden gate. I will meet him there.”

The old man hastened to obey, and, with his
usual composed step, Sir Harry West, for such
was the gentleman’s name, proceeded from the
terrace, through the garden which we have men-
tioned, to the angle next to the rookery, where
he waited, leaning upon a litlle gate, till the
horseman he had seen on the road arrived at the
spot. At the same moment, another old servant,
dressed in gray, ran down panting, and doffing
his bonnet to the stranger with lowly reverence,
held the bridle while he dismounted.

The horseman then, at a quick pace, advanced
to the gate, which was by this time open (o re.
ceive him, aud with a look of glad and well-sat-
isfied reverence kissed the hand of the master of
the house. Sir Harry West, however, threw his
arm around him affectionately, and gazed in his
face, saying, “Welcome, my dear William,
welcome! So you are back from Flanders at
lengtsx. "Tis eighteen months since I have secn

ou.’
You 'Tis a long time, indeed, sir,” replied the
visiter; “but thne has made no change in you,
1 am glad to see.”

«It has in you, William,” answered Sir Har-
rz ‘West; “a great change, but a good one;
t ou!gh why, in our boyhood, we should desire
man’s estate, I know not. ’Tis bat a step to the
grave. However, you are a man now both in
years and appearance, though you left me but a
youth,” and once more he gazed over the young
gentleman’s face and form as we look at a coun-
try we have known in our early years on return-
ing after a long absence, tracing the changes that
have been made therein, and sometimes, per-
haps, regretting even the improvements,

be countenance and the form that he looked
upon were not, indeed, ill calculated to bear in-
spection, being those of an English gentleman
of about one or two-and-twenty-years of age,and
of the best class and character. Now there can
be little doubt to any one who has traveled far
and wide over distant lands, that the English
people are, on the whole—with the exception,
perhaps, of some small tribes in the Tyml, and
of one or two districts in Spain, where the Moor-

ish blood has been mixed with the Gothic—the
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handsomest race that this guarter of the world
- called Europe can produce; and the young
stranger was certainly not inferior to anﬁof his
countrymen in personal appearance. He was
tall and evidently powerful in form, though some
of the slightness of fvomh was still there, and all
its graces. His hair was dark brown, and curl-
ing in large waves, and his features were as fine
as those of any of the faces that poet, painter, or
sculptor has ever dreamed or portrayed.

TEem was, moreover, a peculiar expression
in his countenance, which struck the eye more
than even the beauty of the lines. It was an ex-
pression of depth, of intensity, which sometimes
may be seen in very ugly faces, but which is
sure to give them a charm which nothing can
take away. His manner, too, harmonized with
the expression, and gave it force. Before he
spoke, especially when, as in the present case,
he was intimate with the person with whom he
conversed, he paused for a single moment, look-
ing at him thoughtfully, as if seeking the spirit
within and addressing himself to it; so that it
seemed that there was a communication estab-
lished between himseif and those he loved, dis-
tinct from that of speech.

These things, though they be slight, have a
considerable influence on the intercourse of ordi-
nary life; and as the sum of human existence is
made up of small things (the greater events being
but the accidents), all that affects their course
has its importance.

Nor is dress, in general, altoﬁether unworthy
of attention. Somebody has called it the habit-
ual expression of a man’s mind ; and, though I
eannot a; to that definition in the full sense,
iet certainly, where there is no impediment to

is following his own wishes, a man’s dress af-
fords strong indications of his tastes and habits
of thought. That of William Seymour was not
studied, but yet it was such as well became him;
there was a certain degree of carelessness about
the slashed doublet of dark green cloth, showing
the white satin with which it was lined here and
there; but yet it fitted well. The cloak of the
same colour, with its edging of gold, was thrown
lightly on the shoulder, and the hat and plume
‘were not quite straight upon the head. Asif fond
of the same hues, no other colours were used in
any part of his tixess, even to the sheath of his
sword and dagger, with the exception of the large
riding boots of untanned leather, which were
those commonly wogn by all gentlemen in trav-
elling. These, of course, bore their own russet
hue, and displayed marks of a long ride. The
rest of his dress also was somewhat dusty, for
the day had been warm and dry; and the roads
of England were in those times not of the same
firm and solid consistence of which they may
boast at present, so that the garments of the trav-
eller were generally more powdered with sand
in the summer, and more splashed with mud in
the winter, though his horse might display less
ﬂwuent}{y a pair of broken knees, and his own
head find a softer resting-place if he chanced to
meet with a fall. :

Of the conversation which ensued at the garden
gate between Sir Harry West and William Sey-
mour, I shall not stop to give the details. Suf-
fice i* that the words of the traveller merely
evinced his satisfaction at seeing again one who
had been the ﬁuide of his youth, under whom he
bad firsttried his arms in Ireland against Tyrone,
and who was, moreover, nearly related to him,
being his mother’s first cousin, while those of

Sir Harry West displayed little less pleasure at
seeing the boy whom he had educated in the wa
of honour, than if he had been his only child.
Talking over the events of the last eighteen
months, and minglin¥ their conversation with
many a reierence to former years, they passed
through the garden and over the terrace into the
house.

There, over pleasant memories, amid which
there was but little to forget—for even pains and
anxieties, strifes and fatigues, which pass away,
gain through the softening glass of memory a
rosy hue, mellowed yet warm—they enjoyed an
hour of that sweet intercourse which can only
be kmown to hearts conscious of high and upright
purposes; for the things on which remembrance
dare not rest are only follies and vices. All ac-
cidental sorrows mRy be dwelt upon with calm-
ness, or recollected with gratitude to him who
sent them; the sorrows that sprang from our-
selves preserve their unmitigated bitterness, But
here there were none such to recall; and though
they spoke of Yerils, ay, and disasters, of the loss
of friends well loved, of bright expectations dis-
appointed, and of aspirations for their country’s
good unfruitful, yet in that old hall no self-re-
proach mingled with the theme of their discourse,
and it was pleasant and soothing both to the
young man-and the old.

There we will leave them for a certain time
to retarn to them ere long.

———
CHAPTER II

Tuere was a large fire blazing in the wide,
open chimney of a little village inn, although it
was, as we have said, the month of May, and the
temperature during the day had been watm. To-
wards evening, however, it had grown colder, and
small drops of rain had begun to descend, ending
ina hea\ay shower as night fell. The fire, how-
ever, had not been piled up with the logs of
which it was principally composed altogether for
the purpose of keeping out the chilly air of even-
ing—though several of the neighbouring
antry had taken advantage of the cheerful blaze
to warm themselves while they drank their jug
of ale, and mine host, with his fair white apron,
took care to give them every encouragement to
remain, and showed not the slightest disinclina-
tion to make as mang journeys to the hogshead
as his guests desired. His wife, however, and
his daughter, both of whom were l)usily engaged
in basting some provision, which turned upon
two large sgits before the crackling wood, seemed
much less dis to the society of the vxllai!n,
giving many a hint that they interrupted them
in the care of the capons, distracted their atten-
tion from the sirloin, and had wellnigh made
them spoil “the dumplings and all” by letting
the pot boil over. In the end, the elder dame,
warm by nature, and heated still farther by the
fire, gave one of the boors a push with her broad
hand, which brought him from his stool to the
floor, exclaiming, L.

“Get thee gone, Cobbler Hodge ; ’tis time for
thee to be home with thy wife. The gentry will
be here anon, and we must have the place cum-
bered with the like of thee, must we ?”

« Nay, nay, Maude,” said her husband, “the
great people ever say half an hour before they
intend to come. Let the man remain, I tell thee ;
they won’t be here for this hoar.”
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“And we will stay till they come,” cried
- Hodge, rising up, and resuming his seat a little
farther from the fair virago of the inn. “We
want to see who are these gentry that arrive so
late at night. These are perilous times, Master
Millpond, when the queen is just dead, and the
king’s majesty not arrived {rom the North.”

*It may be the kin§ himself, God bless his

ce!” said another of the boors; but, even as

spoke, to prove the conjecture false, as well
as the prognostications of the landlord, the sound
of horses’ feet, and persons speaking, was heard
approaching the door; and, the moment after, a
volce was added, calling loudly, and in a tone
of great authority, for host, hostlers, and horse-

boys.

*he landlord rushed out with all speed ; his
wife abused her humble neighbours in no very
i:ge and tender terms ; the peasants themselves

back in awe, the greater because the object
of it was undefined; and, after a few moments
of confusion, clatter, and talking without, mine
host reappeared, bowing to the ground as he ush-
ered in his guests.

The first who entered—nearly a minute before
any of the rest—was certainly not the sort of be-
ing the tEerzxons assembled within expected to
see, for the door only gave admission to a beau-
tiful girl of some nineteen or twenty years of
age, with her rich, clustering hair, wet with the
rain, falling from its bands about her face and
shoulders, and with a look of laughing, yet half-
rueful satisfaction on her face as she turned to
one of those behind, saying, in a sweet, though
jesting tone,

“Good faith, my friend, if thou art as wet as
1 am, the lowliness of the roof will not mar your
joy in taking shelter under it.”

“Lord love you, sweet lady!” cried the host-
ess, advancing. “ Well, you are wet indeed !
‘What a night for such a beautiful lady as yon
to be out in! W:&y, all the rich velvet and the
gold lace is spoiled. Heart of grace! and your
yellow riding-coat is all draggled with mud
above your knees!”
© “Ay! good truth,” rephied the lady, advan-
cing towards the fire, “1t is so, indeed, dame.
Forty sterling marks cast away upon a misera-
ble shower of rain, and a weary riggl}rom Wal-
den, But here seems the comfort of plentiful
food, and a good fire to dry one.”

*Oh, yes, lady—oh, yes,” replied the hostess;
“everything is a:ile ready: let me take out that
buckle, lady. t you home to your beds, fel-
lows! what do you stand staring at there, as if
{ou mever saw a young gentlewoman before?
t's all because you’re so beautiful, ma’am, that

uts them out of their manners. ’Tisn't every
g‘thev see a skin like that, I trow.”
he lady tossed her head with a gay laugh.

“I thought such words were the coin of
courts,” she said, “not current in the country;
but 1 am overburdened with such small change,

dame, so tell me no more of my heauty,
and do not drive these good people from the fire,
where they have as much right as 1 have. Now,
Maltby and Adais, bring in all the bags here,
or they will soon be as wet as we are; and do
not let the girl Marian stay out there all night to
look after goods and chattels which will not melt
as easily as herself, I warrant. We must stay
here this night, that's clear. Why, what's the
matter, Marian: you seemed scared 7"

The girl whom she addressed, and who was
evidently the maid of a person of quality, ran up

to her mistress with somewhat frightened and
mysterious looks, whispering something in her
ear; while the hostess, on the other side, aseailed
her with assurances that everything was quite
right and prepared ‘for her bedchamber, and
guest-chamber, and all,” muttering between
whiles to herself, “ Stay here? To be surel
Ma;r,y, when all is made ready, why should she
not?

The lady might be somewhat embarrassed by
the discourses of the two who addressed her at
once; but, nevertheless, she seemed to catch the
words of each, and replied to both.

“ Four men ?”’ she said, speaking to the maid.
“Well, what of that, girl? They will do thee
no harm, though they be on horseback.- . Yoty
say, my good dame, that all is made ready“for
me; but, in truth, I fear there 18'some mis-
take, which, 1 trust, may not deprive me of my
s:,':_ﬁ“ and a lodging. I intended to have gone
farther to-night—perhaps to Royston ; and it was
the rain that drove me hither. Mal{hap thy good
thing‘s are made read’y for some other person.”

“ For me, madam,” said a gentleman, advan-
cing from the door, the threshold of which he

had crossed the moment before. ‘But right
happy am I,” he added, ‘“that what was pre-
pared for me may be used by you, whom all

n
men are bound to honour and obey."
The lady had turned, with some surprise, at the
tirst sound of the speaker’s voice, and certainly
his words did not diminish her astonishment.
He was a tall, thin, bony man, dark in com-
plexion, somewhat sharp in features, with a
cold, calm, steady eye, but a bland and a pleas-
ant smile about the mouth. He was dressed in
the style of a military man of some rank, and
affected the bushy beard and long mustaches of
the swaggering adventurers of the day. Nothing
else, however, in his appearance or manner in-
dicated that he belonged to that somewhat disa-
greeable and dangerous race of animals. But
no line or feature in his face called up any rec-
ollection of him in the lady’s mind; and, after a
momentary pause to consider his countenance,
she replied, *“ You seem to know me, sir, and
y<t may be mistaken. I am a very humble per-
son, whom no one is bound to obey that I know
of but my good girl Marian, here, and one or
two trosty servants, who find the bond more in
their affection than their duty.”

“The Lady Arabella Stuart,” answered the
stranger, ‘“is not to be mistaken ; and surely one
sonear the crown of England may well command
our duty.”

“J am the king’s most humble subject, though
his kinswoman, sir,” replied the Lady Arabella,
coldly ; for, young as she was, she had already
been the object of ambitious designs on the part
of some, and needless jealousy on the part of

others. ‘I claim no duty from any one but my
own people, and would fain make that as light
as may be.”

“Your ladyship is wise and right,” said the
stranger ; “ and love makes duty light to all men.
‘What I would say is, madam, I rejoice that I
yesterday commanded preparations in this poor
inn, as all is ready for you, which it might not
otherwise have been. Come, dame hostess, show
the lady to a chamber where she may change her
dress ; ‘and, in the mean time, good master, serve
the supper, to be ready when she returns. Havr
you the vacant room prepared which I ordered
With her permission, I will be the Lady Arabe
la’s humble carver.”
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- "The lady bowed her head, gave a quick glance
round three or four other faces, which were now
gathered together at the farther side of the room,
and, accompanied by her maid, retired, with the
landlady’s daughter lighting her, and one of the
two men-servants carrying a pair of ponderous
leathern bags, such as were then commonly used
for conveying the various articles of dress which
a traveller might need upon his journey.

As soon as she was gone, the gentleman who
had been speaking to her turned to three other
personages, who seemed to have arrived in his
company, and held a low and earnest conversa-
tion with them for some minutes. The land-
lord’s ears were sharp, and he had his own share
-of shrewdness; but, although he manceuvred
skilfully to come nearer to the strangers, and used
his faculty of hearing to the utmost, he cauld
-onghcqt_ch two or three words.

&° said, somewhat louder than the rest,
*°Tis most fortunate;” another, “* We should
have passed them in the night, and missed our
mark. Good luck to the rain {”

The landlord could gather no more; and, see-
4ng the eye of the princiga.l visiter upon him, he
thought it best to apply himself seriously to car-
Ty inthe supper into an adjoining chamber, which
-had been prepared according to directions re-
ceived beforehand. When he returned from bis
first expedition with trenchers and drinking-cups,
he found the stranger, who seemed the leader o
the rest, standing before the fire, while the villa-
gers, who had lingered till theg received a very
sharp and definite hint from the landlady, were
no longer apparent.
¥ As soon as the landlord came in, his guest
made a slight and scarcely perceptible motion
across his breast. The host instantly crossed
-himself, bowing his head low, and from that mo-
ment a sort of confidential intercourse was estab-
lished between him and the stranger, which made
‘them both understand each other perfectly, with-
-out a word of explanation being spoken.

% In the mean while the lady had been shown
into a room, low in the roof, with the large dark
rafters protruding from the ceiling. It contain-
-ed two beds, a small mirror not much larger
than one’s hand, a table, some chairs, and a large
brazen sconce against the wall, with lamps not
lighted. While the serving-man laid the large
leathern bags across a stool, and the landlady’s
-daughterbustled about in setting things to rights,
Arabella Stuart, seated before the table, had fallen
into a deep revery.

‘We must look into her thoughts, for she spoke
not, though she was carrying on an argument
with herself.

*“I know not his face,” she said, “ I know not
his face, and yet I mast doubt the man: and
that other face over his shoulder? Methinks I
have seen it before—can it have been with the
Jesuit Parsons ? else why did it bring up that
wicked, cunning man to my mind, who would
fain have entangled me in things for my destruc-

tion? Well, well, T will treat it lightly—ay,
lightly. The shaft that may hit the heavy-flyin

-crow misses the light-winged swallow.  Yet
will be upon my guard; and if I find new plot-
ters, I will not house with them through the
night: I will no plots, not 1. If they will but
Jet me live my little life in peace, and die with
an innocent spirit, [ask nowore. Marian, girl"”
she added aloud, and then whispered to the maid

for a moment, who instantly quitted the room.

“ Come hidm', pretty en,” continned the

lady, addressing the landlord’s daughter, *“and
help me to put off this dress. It seems a fair
country this round g'o_ur village, as well as I
could judge through the rain. Now there is
many a gentleman’s house in the neighbourhood,
'l warrant.” )

“Good heart, no,” replied the girl; “we are
but poorly off in such commodities.”

*“ Why, faith, I thought I saw several l::‘ige
houses as I came along,” rejoined the lady.
“Whose was that large mansion on the top of
the hill, about a mile hence 3” ’

The girl laughed. “ That’s the great black
barn,” she said. *It does look like a castle by
niﬁht with the trees round it. No, madam; the
only large house we have near is Sir Har
West’s,”

‘1 must have passed it as I came,” apswered
the lady. “ Undo this knot, good gitl. I know
Sir Harry West well. He showed himself a
gallant gentleman in the Irish wars, though as*
mild as he is brave. Which was his house 7”

“If you are jourpeying from London,” said
the girl, “you ed it two miles hence, on the
left, up the valley, by the side of the stream.
But I doubt if you could see it by night.”

The lady made no reply, and the moment after
her maid re-entered the room, and took the place
of the landladK’s daughter in assisting the f.ady
Arabella at her toilet. The dress was soon
changed, at least as far as she would suffer it to
be; for the long riding skirt in which she had
come thither she retained over her other gar-
ments, though it was soiled and somewhat wet,
In this plight, however, she returned to the
kitchen of the inn, where she found the
cavalier ready to receive her, and was by him
led, with courtier-like formality, into an adjoin-
ing chamber, where a table was placed, groan-
ing under the abundant supper which had been
prepared. But only one cover was laid upon
the board, apparently intended for herself. To
this place the stranger conducted her, and seem-
ed literally about to take upon himself the office
of carver, as he had proposed; but Arabella
Ppaused, without sitting down, sayin%,
. “Nay, my good sir, 1 should surely be want-
ing in courtesy (o let you stand and carve, while
I, like the wild beast, which loves to feast with-
out company, devour i'our supper. You haye
more gentlemen, too, 1 think, with you, though
I know neither their name nor yours, to ask you
to be seated.”

“Oh, my followers, madam, will find supper
without,” replied the stranger; “ and as 4o my
name, lady, I am called the Baron de Mardyke:
a foreign name, as you will see; but having
born in England in King Edward’s time, I am
more than half an Englishman.”

“ Pray, then, be seated,” said the Lady Ara-
bella; and the stranger, émwing a stool to the
table, did as she bade him.

Before he took his place, however, he crossed
himself reverently in rather an ostentatious man-
ner, very different from that which he had used
in making the same sign before the landlord.
The lady could not help noticing the gesture;
but she took no notice, and, after a brief grace
murmured to herself, sat down at table.

The gentleman, as in duty bound, carved for
her; and, as she made no observation, the meal
was silent for several minutes, while the land-
lord and one of the stranger’s servants came in
and out, and caused a bustle among the plates
and trenchers,
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“Jn Spain,” said the stranger, breaking si-
lence, with a smile, “the host of an inn so near
the capital as this would have been ashamed to
send up capons of last year to a lady’s table.”

“You have been in Spain, then?” said the
Lady Arabella.  “It is a fair country, is it not?
rich’in song and romance 3"

“Rich in everything,” replied the baron;
“beautiful to the eye, delicious in climate, fall
of splendid cities and courteous gentlemen—a

of princes, lady.”

“ Good truth, then, it must be but a dull place,”
exclaimed Arabella, with a gay laugh. “Ihave
seen some princes since my birth, and 1 must
say that they are the dullest specimens of mor-

man I ever met with.”

“You have known few Spanish princes, mad-
am,” said l’xer companion, “or you would judge

rently.”

« No,”yanswered the lady; “the only one I
ever met with, who bore his dignity with mod-
est‘y and elevated it by grace, was a German.”

“ True,” rejoined the haron; “some of the
royal and electoral houses have produced men
not easily to be banished from a lady’s memory
—or ber heart.”

“Nay,” said Arabella, with a careless smile,
“my little heart is all too narrow to take in so
great a thing as a prince.”

Her companion cast a quick glance around
the room to see that no one was near, and then
re];lied, in a low but emphatic tone, “ I hope not
—I hope not.”

The blood came up into the lady’s cheek, and
after gazing in his face for an instant, she cast
down her eyes again and remained silent. Sev-
eral of the dishes were removed, and others put
upon the table; and then, as if accidentaily, both
the landlord and the serving-man quitted the
room.

“ How strange are the events of life!” said the
Baron de Mardyke.

“They are, indeed,” answered the Lady Ara-
bella, “ almost as strange as man’s own heart.”

“ Here was I,” continued her companion, not
appearing to heed her words, “riding on an
errand of much importance, to visit a fair and
noble lady, whom I should have missed seeing
till it was too late, had it not been for a shower
of rain.”

“If you mean me, sir,” said the fair girl be-
side him, “you must have made some mistake
in your errand ; for I am a being of so little con-
sequence myseif, that nothing of importance can

~ hav® reference to me.”

" “You may in a few weeks be of much more,”
replied the baron.

- “Nay, Heaven forbid!” cried Arabella, re-
suming the gay and jesting tone which she had
laid aside fora moment. *]I can conceive no fate
more perverse than that which would make me

. of any consequence at all. I never knew a bird
that cared, so that his wings were tied, whether
the threads that tied them were golden or hemp-
en. Greatness is a snare from which one never

- escapes, once having fallen into it. But, good
truth, I am curious who you can be, sir,” she
continued, stopping him as he was about to

ak; “T am shrewd at divining; but yet men
take such disgnises nowadays a poor woman
can hardly discover them. Nay, tell me not, tell
me not! I love to puzzle out a mystery, and I

" would fain guess for myself who and what you

"R
““Who think you, madam 7’ asked the stranger.

‘ Baron de Mardyke " said Arabella, thought-
fully; “that may be some assumed title of a great
man who would fain appear less than he is—
‘y:;: may be one of those Spanish princes you

of.

“Or his eavoy,” answered the other.

“Hush, hush!” cried the lady, in the same
tone of raillery; ““let me see—Baron de Mardykef
That, on the contrary, may be a name taken by
some lesser man, who wishes to seem greater
than he is—you may be a Jesuit in disguise, 2
disciple of Loyola or Lainez,” and she looked
keenly at him as be spoke.

There was a slight contraction of the lips, and
a Eassing shade upon the brow of the gentleman
whom she addressed; but he replied in an un-
altered tone, “ You will guess right ere long,.
madam; for when you have exhausted conjec--
ture, you will come back to simple truth, and
leave the Baron de Mardyke just what he was
before. But, ere we are interrupted, let me say
that I have matter of much importance for your
private ear after this meal be over—secrets of
great moment !” .

‘“Trust them not to me, then !” cried the young-
lady, “for 1 have a strange habit of dropping-
jewels by the way. I never could keep anything
that was precious in my life—'lis but yesterday
I lost a diamond; and as for secrets, I am so-
conscious of my carelessness, that I always give
them to the next person I meet with, being quite-
sure that any one will preserve them better than
myself”

‘The stranger bit his lip; but the host entering
the moment after, stopped him in his reply..
‘When the supper was over, however, he kept
his eyes fixed upon the lady, while the host and
the servant were clearing away all that encum-
bered the table, and it was evident that he was
waiting impatiently for them to be gone. But
just as the landlord was about to retire, Arabella
addressed him in a quiet tone, sayinf, “ Send
my girl Marian hither, mine host; I wish to
speak with her.”

The baron made him a quick and scarcely

rceptible sign, and by some accident the lanl

ord quite forgot to obey the lady’s behest, taking
the opportunity of scolding his daughter for
something that had gone amiss, and then aiding-
the rest of the.party who were assembled in the-
kitchen to consume the remains of the supper
which he had brought out of the neighbo! :

room.

In that chamber the Lady Arabella and the
Baron de Mardyke, as we must call him for the
time, remained for nearly twenty minutes, while
the host and the baron’s followers talked loud,.
and passed many a joke and many a cup of
good strong ale round the table. The girl Ma-
rian and one of the Lady Arabella’s servants.
were seated with the rest, but the other serving-
man had remained at the stable tending the
horses. At the end of the time we have men-
tioned, however, he made his appearance again,.
and the voices of the horseboys of the inn were
heard without the door. Marian started up as
soon as she saw him; and the mn, who was a
bluff English servant of some forty-five or fifty
years of age, walked straight up to 1he chamber
where his mistress was, and opening the door,
said alond, “ The horses are wai'iog, lady.”

The cheek of Lady Arabella Stuart was some-
what flushed and her face grave; but she in-
stantly resumed her sweet and pla;fnl smile,
while her companioa exclaimed, “ You surely
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are not going on in sach a night as this, mad-
am?” .

+ % As surely as I live,” replied the lady. “You
know, good sir, I could not plunder you of your
lodging as well as your supper, and so I will
even wish you a fair good-night and take -my
leave, beseeching you to bear in mind what I
have said, as on that score I change not, and it
may be well to be careful. Ithank you for your
courtesy,” she continued; *though, if I had
known one part of my entertainment here, I
should have tound shelter elsewhere.”

Thus saying, she adjusted her headgear, while
moving across the kitchen towards the door of
.the inn; and, taking a piece of gold from a silk-
en purse which she carried in her bosom, she
gave it to the host, saying, “ That’s for your fee
m{ friend ; but remember, another time, when
tell you to send my woman to me,do as you are
directed.”

The host made a thousand apologies, laying
the blame upon a bad memory; and the Lady
Arabella, without heeding him, issued forth into
the night with her servants following, the land-
lady and her daughter courtesying, and the host
holding a lantern snatched up in haste.

In the mean time, the personage who had
borne her company at supper was surrounded
by his three companions, asking him questions
in a low but rapid voice.

“ She is a fool,” he replied, “and yet not a
fool either—keen enough as to what concerns
her not, but blind to her own interest. She
casts away a crown,” he added, in a lower tone,
“as a child does a long-used plaything.”

' Will she betray us?” asked one of his com-

ions,

¢I think not,” replied the other.

“ Think not?” said a third; “ we had better
make sure of that!” But, at the same moment,
the sound of horses’ feet trotting away was
heard, and the landlord and his family came
back from the door.

+ .
CHAPTER III

Tus old hall was warm and comfortable; the
ag;ut, wide, open hearth displayed some half
zen logs of blazing wood, and the fitful flame
of the fire, outshining the two candles that stood
upon the table, flickered round the whole room,
g ci:f upon the guaint old carvings that sur-
rounded the panels, prying into the deep bays of
the windows, and catching here and there upon
some well-polished casque, breastplate, or other
iece of ancient armour, which, suspended by
ks and brackets, ornamented the walls. The
ceiling, which was of old oak, like the wainscot,
was lost in the obscurity above; but the rich
mantelpiece was fully seen by the light of the
candles near it, and was the pride of the room
and that part of the country, It had been carved
by a famous Flemish artist, and presented by
him to good Sir Harry West for some kindly
service rendered during the time of the Low
Country wars. What was the deed that merited
the gift we do not, indeed, know; but it is prob-
able that the oaken sculpture had some reference
to the cause of the sculptor’s gratitude, as on
either side of the chimuney stood the figure of an
armed kuight, in full relief, bearing upon his
shoulder a corner of the entablature, on which
'wads represented, in a smaller size, the history of
Samaritan,

-the good

k'

Before the fireplace, at a convenient distance
stood a round e, covered with the relics of
the evening meal. Drinking-cups are there, and
flagons, and it would seem that in that squat,
flat-sided, long-necked bottle there is some pre-
cious and much-esteemed liquor, from the tall
glasses, gilt and bedizened, which stand by, and
can never be destined for the conveyance of any
unworthy fluid. Between the table and the fire,
so near the former that the elbow could rest com-
fortably upon it, sat the good knight, the master
of the house, and ai;dyoung kinsman; and be-
tween them again the chimney lay a large
shaggy hound, such as would have delighted the
soul of a Landseer or a Scott, and who may
have heen a remote connexiun of one of those
immortalized by Rubens. Stretched out like a
trussed hare, with his paws before him, and his
long muzzle gracefully leaning over the ankle
next to the fire, the good dog seermaed to be
asleep; and, perhaps, had his head been in a pe-
sition to accomplish such a feat, he might have
nodded from time to time; but, nevertheless, he
was evidently only in a state of pleasant drow-
siness, for ever and anon he opened his keen eyes
and gazed into the fire, as if wondering what
that extraordinary element could be, and twice
lifted up his head and looked in his master’s face
to see tgmt all was right, speedily settling him-
self down to his doze again.

It is a sweet and pleasant thing for two old,
familiar friends to spend together a long hour
after the sun has gone down, and when all the
world is quiet, in a warm room, with a blazing
fire, and with the moderate use of the pure juice
of the grape to fill the intervals of conversatioa.
No haste is upop them, no hurry, no hateful
pressure of importunate business; there they
can sit as long as they choose; it matters not
whether they rise the next minute, or three hours-
hence. They are free, in short—free from the
bondage of worldly affairs, and can do what they
think fit with their little treasure of time. No
liberty is more pleasant than the emancipation
from all the chains, and shackles, and bars, and
bonds of business; and there, when Memory,
sweet Memory, takes us by the hand, and leads.
us back into the flower-garden of other years,
an;desoims out all the blossoming things that we
loved, looking as fresh and beautiful as ever,
how sweet are the sensations, how entrancing
would they be, were it not for the subdued con-’
sciousness that it is all a part of the dream that
is passing away!

or is the pleasure of such intercourse les-
sened when there exists some difference in
between the two companions. Youth brings
eager fancy, its bright expectations, its energet-
ic rashness, to the mithridate; and age its sober
reason, its bright remembrances, its calm knowl-
edge, and its tricd powers. The party must
never extend beyond two, however; a dog, in-
deed, you may admit—a friendly, faithful dog,
the image of unbought attachment and unvary-
ing love—bnt there must be no one else.

hus had Sir Harry West and his young
friend been passing the last hour—now turning
their thoughts to the days when William Sey-
mour was a mere boy, and, as the second son
of a noble family, had been left greatly to the
care of his maternal relations; now talking of
those d:gs of strange adventure, when, under
the guardianship of the good knight, he had first
mounted horse for the battle-field in that beauti-
ful neighbouring island to which England. has-
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“veen “little more than kin, and less than kind”
—when, about half past nine o’clock, which
was, indeed, half an hour later than Sir Harry
‘West’s usual bedtime in the country, the dog,
who lay upon the hearth, gave signs of being
awake, by raising one ear perpendicularly from
his head, without, however, moving from his
place, or lifting his muzzle from his g:ew.

“He hears some sound without,” observed his
master, whose eyes had been fixed contempla-
tively upon him.

nd yet,” said William Seymour, who un-
-derstood that he spoke of the dog, for he had
been looking in the same direction, without any
wvisible cause for his eyes being turned towards
¢he animal except that those of his friend were
resting upon it, “ and {et the rain is dropping so
hard and heavily that I should suppose no sound
from without but a very loud one would drown
its noise and the crackling of the fire, for ears
that lie so near the blaze as his.”

“They are quicker than our owp, even in
youth,” replied his friend; ¢ it is wonderful how
dogs will catch the lightest sound, and distin-
guish in a moment whether it is one they are
accustomed to or not. They are learned in
sounds, these triangular-headed gentry. See!
he looks up. If it were a moonlight night, I
should think some of the young neighbouring
vagabonds had come to plunder the rookery or
the dovecote.” :

As he spoke the dog gazed in his master’s
face for a moment, as if for encouragement, and
then gave a short growl.

“What is the matter, Mark’em ?” asked the
-old knight, patting his head; and instantly the
dog sprang forward into one of the bay windows
with a lond, angry bark, which was repeated
more fiercely still the next moment, when a
thundering heavy blow upon the door of the
house announced that some visiter sought ad-
mission, .

““Down, Mark’em! down!” cried Sir Harry
‘West. “On my life, this is a stormy night for
any one to venture out. Those blue-bottles of
mine must not keep the man waiting, whoever
he be;” and, advancing to the door of the room,
he called loudly to several of the servants by
wame.

Before they could come, however, he himself
had crossed to the hall door and opened it, say-
ing, “ Come in, whoever you are! What is it

ou want, good fellow? I know your face.
hose servant are you ?”

“The Lady Arabella’s, 8ir Harry,” replied
the man; “but we want help quickly. Her
horse has fallen in this dark night; and, though
she says she is not hurt, yet we all fear it is but
20 give us comfort.”

“ Bring lanterns! bring lanterns!” cried Sir
Harry, vehemently. “Lakyn! Matthew ! Dick!
Here, William Seymour, come with me. Here
s that dear, beautiful girl, with her horse down,
and herself hurt. Patience and mercy! what
made her ride out in such a night as this 7’

But William Seymour was by this time at
‘the hall door.

“I will go, I will go,” he exclaimed. *Stay
you, Sir Harry. Send down the lanterns, 1
will go” And, without waiting to catch up
<loak or hat, he ran out over tge terrace and
through the garden, passed the little gate, and
tarried on down the narrow road which kept
along the stream. He had not far to go, how-
+awer; for about half way between the house and
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the London road he came suddenly upon a group
of three human beings and five li)rsl:;n stan
together, with the rain pouring down upon them
in as heavy a stream as our somewhat weeping
and uncertain skies ever let flow upon a hapless
traveller.

¢ Are you hurt—are you hurt ?” exclaimed the
young gentleman, addressing the taller of the
two women who formed Eans of the group.

“No, indeed,” replied the lady; “ very litle, if
at all. 1 know your voice, sir, though T see you
are not my old friend, 8ir Harry West. Good
heaven! can it be Mr. Seymour %’

“The same, lady, and ever the humblest of
your servants,” replied the young gentleman.
“Pray let me assist you to the house. There
are people coming with lanterns directly. Let
me support you.”

Arabella gave him her hand without an
sign of unwillingness, and he led her on 'it{
care, asking again, in a low voice, as soon as
they were some ten or twenty steps from her at-
tendants, “ Are you hurt ’

The question was put in one of those tones
that give peculiar value and meaning to words
otherwise of no import—those tones that may be
called a second language, a universal tongue, in
which all the comments of the heart are written
upon the colder and more abstruse dialect in
which we carry on our conversation with the or-
dinary world. He had asked her before the
same question, and received an answer. What
was it, then, he now said? A vast deal more,
though without using any other than the words
he had first employed. He told her, then, with
the thrilling anxiety of deep interest, that he
feared she was more hurt than she would allow;
that he was alarmed, grieved, pained by what
had happened ; that he was rejoiced to see her
again; that the lightest injury to her was of deep
importance to him. Yes, although he only used
those few words, that brief question, like Lord
Burleigh’s famous shake of the head, meant all
this. Luckily, it so happens that there is no in-
struction required to learn the language of which
we speak ; the key to the cipher is in the hearts
of every one, but more especially in the breast
of woman; and Arabella, whatever were her
own feelings, easily translated the tone of Will-
iam Seymour into express terms. Not that he
had ever said one word to her which the most
distant acquaintance might not justify ; not that
one phrase had ever passed between them which
the ear of the whole world might not have heard,
but he had often spoken as he now spoke, and
the tones had often made her heart thrill. She
was, however, accustomed to inspire interest
and excite admiration; she could not but know
it; and though in many cases she cared little
about it, perhaps William Seymour’s was not
the instance in which she valued it the least.

Arabella Stuart fancied herself in no degree
ambitious. She had seen princes at her feet,
without estimating them in the least by the
crowns they offered, or the territories they pos-
sessed. She had willingly seen the proposals of
some of the highest men in Europe rejected by
those who ruled her fate; and yet she was, per-'
haps, the most ambitious person that it is possi-
ble to conceive; for she sought to obtain that
which is the most difficult for any human being
to gain, especially of royal blood. The object
of her ambition was happiness! that glorious
crown which all the jewels of the world cannot
enrich; which, studded with the diaxnonds of the
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heart, can receive no additional lustre from such
paltry things as power, or wealth, or station.

In reply, she assured her companion that she
was not hurt, and in her tone she thanked him
much more than by mere words. She even let
him know in some degree that she understood
the interest he felt towards her, and was grateful
to him for it. .

Not much time, however, was allowed them
for conversation of any kind; for, ere they had

roceeded a hundred yards, they were met by

ir Harry West, with his servants bearing lan-
terns; and the good knight, with William Sey-
mour, accompanied her back to the house, while
the attendants went on to give assistance to the
party left behind.

The same question which she had already an-
swered was of course addressed to Arabella by
her old friend, and he too showed almost as deep
an interest as his companion had displ:ged,
though it was of a different sort. Satisfied on
that head, he put a number of other inquiries to
her: whence she last came? whither she was
going? how she happened to be riding forth at
such a time of night, esﬁecially as it had been
raining hard for several hours %

* Nay, nay, Sir Harry,” cried the lady, gayly,
““this is a catechism, and I will not answer you
on all these heads now. You shall give me
lodging in your castle for the niﬁht, if you be a
gallant gentleman and true; and when I have
-once more cast off my wet garments, I will come
and reply to ail interrogatories as faithfully and
discreetly as if I were before the Star Chamber.”

‘* 8o shall it be, dear lady, so shall it be,” re-

lied Sir Harry West. “My good old house-
eeper, Dame Cicely, bas been called out of the
still-room to tend upon you; and, thanks to this
oung gentleman’s arrival this afternoon, the
t chamber is ready prepared for your recep-
tion.” '

The lady, of course, said something apologetic
for the trouble that she gave. “8he was sorry,
t00,” she said, “to deprive Mr. Seymour of his
chamber.” But the young gentleman assured
her that he would sleep more sweetly for know-
ing that she was Iodgeg in safety and in comfort ;
and Sir Harry answered laughingly, that he had
tat:sht the boy, in years long past, to put up with
hard beds and scanty lodging.

Thus talking, they soon reached the house,
-where a good, matronly old woman, in a long
stiff bodice, serge petticoat, and flowered gown,
‘whose years would hawve had to roll back again
some way to reach the age of sixty, accompanied
by a handmaiden, who prided herself upon being
at least five years younger than Dame Cicely,
were waiting in the hall to give whatever heﬂ)
and tendance might be needed by the Lady Ara-
bella. To their hands her two male companions
consigned her, and then returned into the cham-
ber where they had been passing the evening
when their conversation had been interrupted by
the events which we have described. Without

- sitting down, both took their places before the
fire again; and William Seymour brushed the
wet with his hand from the curls of his hair,
maurmuring to himself,

I trust she will not suffer from this.”

“It is, indeed, a terrible night,” said his old
friend, ¢ for such frail creatures as womankind to
beoat. Thereis nothing, William, that I thank
God for more, among all the blessings he has
showered upon me, than for not making me a
woman.”
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“ And yet, my dear sir,” replied William Sey-
mour, y{):l were always a most devoted ldn?h.gr
and humble servant of the fair.”

‘“ At a respectful distance, William, at a re-
spectful distance,” said the old knight, smiling.
“When I was of your age, it is true, I had some
impulses of matrimony upon me, which, like
other diseases of children, by a strong constita-
tion and good management, I got over easily.”

“Nay,” cried William Seymour, “surely you
do not call love a disease.”

“Just as much a disease of youth,” answered
Sir Harry, with that slight touch of sarcasm in
his look which we have already noticed, “just as
much a discase of youth as measles, or chin-
cough, or mumps among children, or the distem-
per among dogs. True, it sometimes attacks os
1n mature age, and even in latter life; but the
cases are rare, and then it goes hard with the

tient. Take care of thyself, my dear boy.

hou art just about the age to catch it; but if
ever you do, come to me, and I will be your
physician. Ha! Lakyn. Bring them in, bring
them in! Show that pretty maiden to her mis-
tress’s chamber. 1Is the horse much hurt "

“Both his knees as full of holes as a beggar’s
eoat, Sir Harry,” replied the old man.

*“That is bad, that is bad,” -said Sir Harry
‘West. * Have them well bathed with hot water,
Lakyn; then take a gill of Bordeaux wine, an
ounce of salt, and a little sweet oil to anoint
them with.”

“I know, I know, Sir Harry,” answered the
man, ‘“'Tis a marvellous receipt; but this
horse is a mighty deal worse than the gray
gelding.”

Thus sayini, he withdrew, taking with him
to the buttery the two servants of the Lady Ara-
bella, with the hospitable design of comforting
each with a cup of humming ale; and the con-
versation was renewed between Sir Harry West
and his young friend, much in the same strain
as before, till the lady herself made her appear-
ance in the old hall. B

She was somewhat paler than usnal, and her
step had less of its buoyant lightness, as she was
led by her good host, with ceremonious respect,
to a chair by the fire. She owned, too, that she
felt somewhat bruised with her fall, and express-
ed her determination soon to retire to rest.

“] am afraid, Sir Harry,” she said, “that I
cannot say my catechism to-night; but, to satis-
fy you on one head before I go, I will tell you
the cause of my journey. The king, gou know,
isalready on his way from Scotland, and has
crossed the border, I understand, some days.
*Twas only yesterday, however, that my aunt of
Shrewsbury gave me notice that such was the
case, and urged me strongly by ber letters to
hasten to meet his majesty, my royal cousin, and
offer him my loyal duty. As she knew I was
but poorly attended, she told me that some ten of
her own people should meet me at Stamford, if
1 would come thither with all speed. Thus, you
see, I set out with but two men and my girl Ma-
rian ; and, as the day was fine, I hoped to have
a moonlight ride for an hour or two during the
right.”

i‘Z‘I fear, dear lady,” answered the knight,
“that the good countess has led you to a need-
less as well as unlucky journey. She does not
seem to know that the king has issued a procla-
mation forbidding all persons resort to the conrt
during its progress towards London. It were
wise of you, ere you proceed, to send a messen-



ger to his majesty, asking permission to wait
upon him.”

“ Nay,” exclaimed the Lady Arabella, * sure-
ly he will not refuse to receive his poor kins-
‘woman 7"’

“ Dear lady,” replied her old counsellor, “you
surely should know something of royal person-
ages; and yet, methinks, you are ignorant of
how small a thing with them may turn love into
disliking. A light word spoken, an act of defer-
ence forgotten, the slightest disobedience, even
when it sprinﬁs from affection, may deprive one
of favour, and never be forgiven. No after de-
votion, no penitence, will wipe away the im-
pression; and dark looks and a cloudy brow,
whenever f'ou appear, will be all that you can
expect for life.”

“Oh!” cried Arabella, “ how differently would
I act if 1 were a queen! Love should to me
stand in Elace of duty, truth should well supply
respect, honour should be the courtesy that I
would prize, and merit bave its reward, not fawn-
ing. I would be bountiful not only in deeds, but
in words and looks; would break no promise
that I made, and never inflict upon hope the
agony of delay. When 1 refused‘:oit should be
with gentleness; when I gave, it should be at
once. I should be loth to punish, punishing my
own heart at the same time. I would be carefal
of my lightest word, knowing that no words are
light upon a monarch’s lips.”

“] am sure you would,” exclaimed William
Seymour, in a tone that made Arabella raise her
eyes to his face with a slight increase of colour
in her cheek.

But good Sir Harry West did not seem to en-
ter into the enthusiasm of his young friend.

“You would be a very sweet lady, then,” he
said, “but perhaps not a good queen. Royalty
is a rough thing, lady; it has to deal with hard
matters, and must be somewhat hard itself.
True, sovereigns often think that they are exempt
from the milder duties of mankind, and in that
are wrong; for they require more qualities than
other men, not less. They should want no
kindly affections of the heart, but have the gre&f—
er strength to rule them, from the greater need.
The acts of ordinary men affect but a narrow
circle; the acts of sovereigns spread round to
every human being throughout their whole do-
minions. An individual may make any sacri-
fice he pleases of that which is his own property,
without injuring any one; a monarch is the
mpen of his people, and can make no sacri-

without affecting all. Stern facts, lady, stern
facts, but no less true than stern.”

“Thank God, I am not a queen!” said Ara-
bella, after a moment’s pause. * But, to retarn,”
she continued, “ what would you have me do,
Sir Harry, in this business with the king? He
may take offence if I go not forward to meet him,

think me wanting in duty; and, as you say,
if I do approach the court after the proclamation,
1 may be held as disobedient. 'What shall 1do?
I will be guided by your advice.”

“Stay here, dear lady,” replied Sir Harry
‘West, “ and send a messenger to ask permission
of the king. You will thus show hoth obedience
and duty. Here is our young friend William
Beymour—doubtless he will willingly perform
your behest, and be back in a day or two.”

William Seymour, however, did not look so
well satisfied as the old knight expected; and
Arabella Stuart paused for a few moments with-

. eut reply, as if not quite willing to take advan-
tage at once of the proposal.
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“I could scarcely venture to ask Mr. Sey-
mour,” she said, at length, raising her soft eyes
to his face; “and perbaps he may not be incli-
ned to go.” .

‘William Seymour could not find in bis heart
so far to belie his own feelings as to say he was
willing, and yet he dared not exrlain what those
feelings were. Perhaps Arabella was not will-
ing to send him; but of that we know nothing,
although, if she was very anxious that he should
be her messenger, she did not quite display a
woman’s skill in carrying her point, the
contrary, indeed, she was the first to furnish him
with a fair excuse for declining the commission.

“On second thoughts,” she continued, afler
the young gentleman had made a somewhat
hesitating tender of his services, “on second
thoughts, I must not even ask Mr. Seymour ;
for, if disobedience to the proclamation might
bring the king’s anger upon me, the same act
would, of course, affect him in the like manner.
There is the royal blood,” she added, with a
smile, “flowing in his veins as well as mine;
and, of course, our sovereign’s indignation wo
fall more heavily upon a man than upon a poor
girl like me.”

“True,” said the old man, “true; I had for-
gotten that; you must send some inferior per-
son, lady. If you will write a letter to his maj-
esty to-night, I will despatch it by a messenger
to-morrow, who shall put it into the hands of
Sir Robert Cecil, to be laid before the king.”

“I will do it at once,” replied Arabella, *“ and
then hie me to my bed; for, to speak truth, I am
somewhat weary with my journey, with the rain,
and with my fall.”

The letter was accordingly written in all due
form, beseeching the king to suffer his poor cous-
in to pay her duty to him, by meeting him on
the road to London; and on the following morn-
ing, before Arabella had left her bed, a trusty
messenger was bearing it towards the North,

‘Whether the fair writer slept well that night
matters not to our history; William Seymour
scarcely closed an eye, and for two long hours
after he had sought his chamber he sat almost
in the same attitude, with his head resting on
his band, in deep thought. As his meditation
ended, he murmured a few words to himself.
“Now or never,” he said. “ Ob, golden oppor-
tunity! I will not suffer doubt or dismay to
snatch thee from me " -

———
CHAPTER IV. :

AvrrouaH duty and propriety, and a number
of other considerations, should lead us to follow
the messenger of Sir Harry West to the busy
and bustling scene which was taking place at
Newark-upon-Trent, on the occasion of King
James’s entrance into that verz respectable city,
yet, yielding to temptation like other men, we
feel ourselves so well pleased in the company
of Arabella Stnart and William Seymour in the
old knight’s house, that we cannot resist our in-
clination to remain a little longer with them,
and to shun the noise and hurry of the court.

Oh, how sweetly, when we think of all that
noise and hurry, do the calm and tranquil scenes
of the country come upon the heart! The sun-
shine slnmberinF upon the green field, the wa-
ving branches of the old trees, the free and dan—
cipg brightness of the rapid stream, the whisper--
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ing of the soft-breathed wind, the singing of the
joyous birds, how sweet they all fall upon the
eye and ear—ay, even the cawing of the glossy
rooks among the tall elms, heard through the
open casement in which Seymour and Aravella
now stand together, gazing out upon the bright
aspect of the valley as it glistens in the morning
sunshine afler the heavy rains of night.

The mild air of the May morning is. wooing
her soft cheek, the tender graces of the spring
are saluting her bright eye, the music of the
woodland songsters is thrilling on her ear, the
harmony of all is sinking into her heart.

They are alone together; the old knight in his
justice-room, busy in reconciling differences and
in spreading peace, has left them to themselves;
there is no ear to listen but that of Natare; no
eye to mark the emotions of their bosoms but

is who made them to feel and to enjoy. Have
a care, have a care, you two young and inexpe-
rienced beings! Have a care of the gulf that is

before you, and stand no longer on the giddy
brink! Oh, perilous hour! hy could it not
be averted? Why could the words spoken never

be blotted out from the record of things done %
But it is all in vain to wish or to regret. Fate
was before them, and hand in hand they went
upon the way that led them to destruction.

There had been a long, silent pause, after
some words of common courtesy; a pause such
as takes place when people feel and know that
they are upon the eve of lﬁings which may affect
their whole future life. Arabella was anxious
o say something upon matters totally indifferent
to them both; but, busy with deeper thoughts,
could find no such indifferent topic. Seymour,
on the contrary, longed to talk of thoughts and
feelings which had rested in his heart unchan-
ged since last he saw her, but hesitated how
io begin, lest the very first word should alarm

er.

At length, however, Arabella spoke; for she
felt that such long silence might seem to have
more meaning than any words.

" 41t is nearly two years, I think” she said,
“‘gince you went to Flanders 7"

“Fully,” he replied; “and a long, dull time
4t has been.”

“Nay,” answered the lady, I think that, were
1 a young man, nothing I should like so much
as seeing foreign lands and mingling with strange

ple. There must be a great delight in watch-
ing all their habits, and in the adventures one
aeets with among them.”

“ When the heart is at ease,” re?lied William
Seymour; “but mine was not so.’

“Indeed ! said Arabella, fixing her eyes upon
him. “I should have thought no heart more
light.”

“Truly, then, you have never seen it,” re-
joined the young gentleman, *for it is often
lleavy enough.”

“] grieve to hear it,” replied the lady, with a
Jook of interest; and then, in a gayer tone, she
added, with that attraction towards dangerous
subjects which is to woman as the light to the
moth, “ Come, what is it weighs it down?
Make me your father confessor. Woman's wit
will often find a way to attain that which man’s
wisdom [ails to reach.”

“ Well, then, 1 will,” said William Seymour.
.#] could not have a fairer confessor, nor one
-who has more right to assign the penance for m
.sins. Lady, my heart is heavy from an hered-

itary disease, which has caused much mischief
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and much grief among my race already. Yom
may probably bave heard of it.”

“Nay, never,” answered Arabella, with real
astonishment. *“ I always thought the very name
of Seymour implied health and strength, and long
life.  What is this sad malady 1"

“That of loving above our station,” replied
William Seymour; and instantly her face be-
came deadly pale, her frame trembled, and her
eyes sought the ground.

He proceeded, however: “ This sad ambi-
tion,” he said, “cost m{ grandfather nine years’
imprisonment, and wellnigh his head; but he,
as you well know, little cared or sorrowed for
what he bad suffered, though grieved deeply for
the sweet lady on whom their mutual love had
brought so severe a punishment.”

“ And she,” replied Arabella, looking up, with
the colour mounting in her cheek, “and she
grieved for him, not for herself. The Greys were
an unfortunate race, however. How strange is
the will of God, that of two so beautiful and ex-
cellent, Jane should perish on the scaffold, and
Catharine waste her best days in prison! Yet
methinks they must bave been both happy even
lin vt‘::;r misfortunes, both suffering for those they
oved.”

“'T'was a sad trial and test of affection,” said
‘William Seymour.

“Yet one that any woman would take who
traly loves,” replied Arabella. ’

¢ Ay, that is the point,” he answered, looking
down. “Such love may, to her who feels it,
compensate for all suffering, and, to him who

ssesses it, repay the sacrifice of all, even of

ife itself. But what must be the fate, lady, of
one who loves as deeply as man can love, yet
sees the object far above his reach, without one
cheering hope to lead him on, one cause to think
the passion in his own heart has awakened any
return in the being for whom he could cast away
his life, as a gambler does his coin 3”

“It must be sad indeed,” said Arabella, in a
low and hesitating tone; “sad indeed,” she re-
peated. “ Bat yet, perhaps—" and there she
paused, leaving the sentence incomplete, while
her colour varied like the morning sky as the
sun rises in the east.

“Yet such is my fate.” rejoined her compan-
ion; “such has been the weight upon my heart,
which has crushed its energies, quelled its hopek
made the gay scenes of other lands all dull an
emply, and even in the field deprived my arm of
one half its vigour. Oh! had the light of ham)y
love been but before me, what deeds would I
have done, what things accomplished! Arabel-
la!” he continued, taking her hand, and gazing
in her face, * Arabella!” :

She did not withdraw it, but she turned away
her head, and with the fair fingers of the other
band chased away a bright drop from her dark
eyelashes.

It was enough; his arm stole round her slight
waist. She did not move. His lips pressed her
soft cheek. A gasping sob was her only reply.
“ Arabella! Arabella! speak to me!” he said;
“leave me not in doubt and misery!”

One moment more she remained still and si-
lent; then, starting from his arms, she brushed
her hair back from her forehead with a sad and
hewildered look, exclaiming, ¢ Oh, Seymour,
spare me! This takes me by surprise—this is
unkind; think—think of all the risk, the danger,
the sorrow—" .

« ] have thought, beloved,” he replied, “ through
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mauy a and weary pight, through many a
heavyy all:ingrksome day. 1 have raused, and
pondered, and doubted, and trembled, and ac-
cused myself of base selfishness, and asked if I
could bring danger, and perhaps unhappiness on
her whomﬁ love far, far before myself. Arabel-
la, I have sought you not. I would never have
sought you! But we have met; and in your
presence I am a poor, weak, irresolute creature,
powerless against the mastery of the passion in
my heart. buke, revile, contemn, tread upon
me, if you will j I am at your feet, to do with as
it pleases you."

}éhe shook her head with a sorrowful smile,
murmuring, “It is for you I fear!” But then,
suddenly raising her eyes towards heaven, while
her lips moved for 2 moment, she added, “ No,
Seymour, no; I will not plange you in misery
or danger. Your bright career shall not be cut
off or stayed by me. No, no; it is better not to
speak or think of such a thing. My life may

ass cold and cheerless in the hard bonds of a

te ahove my wishes, but you must cast off
such feelings. You must forget me, and in the
end—" )

“ Forget you, Arabella ?” he interrupted ; “ for-
get you? You little know the man who loves
you. Whether you be mine or another’s, I will
remember you till life’s latest hour;” and he
kept his word. .

I will never be another’s,” replied Arabella.
“Fear not that, Scymour. Happily, all the in-
terests, and all the jealousies, of whatever mon-
arch may sit upon the throne of this realm, are
certain to combine in withholding my hand from
any one. I have no sufficient dower to make
me worthy of the suit of E:inees; the only attrac-
tion in their eyes might be some very distant and
unreasonable claim to a crown I covet not; and
I shall find it no difficult task to persuade the
king to refuse this poor person to any one to
whom it might convey a dangerous, though
merely contingent right. I will live on,” she
continued, resuming her lighter tone, though
there was ever a certain degree of melancholy
ran through her gayest moods, * I will live on in
single freedom, with a heart, perhaps, not insus-
ceptible of affection, had fate blessed me with an
humble station, but one which will never load
iteelf with the guilt of bringing sorrow and de-
straction upon the head of another. Na{, Sey-

)|

mour, nay, say no mare! I esteem you me'
regard you much—perhaps, if out of all the
world—But let that pass!| 'Why should I make

you share regrets I myself may feel? It is in
vain, it is impossible; so you must utter no far-
ther words upon this matter, if you would have
my company, for I must hear no more. Come,
let us walk out, and talk of other things. We
will go watch the rivulet that dances along, like
the course of a happy life, sparkling as it goes,
to find repose, at length, in the bosom of that
vast, immeasurable ocean, where all streams
end. Nay, not a word more, if you love me!”

“Ido! I'do! cried William Seymour, press-
ing his eager and burning lips upon her hand;
“I'do! Ido, Arabella! better than anything else
on earth.”

“Well, then, peace!” she said, “peace! for

our sake and for mine; for nothing is so hope-
{ess on earth as the love we feel.”

We feel! The confession was made; the
words were spoken ; and, though Seymour feared
to urge her farther then, they sunk into his heart,
a sweet solace for the years to come.
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Poor Arabella Stuart! If she thought, by the
walk along that gentle stream, through those
soft fields, amid the old trees waving over head,
listening to the voices of the birds, feeling the
tender air of spring, talking over a thousand sub-
jects, in which the ever-present impression of
their love was only repressed in words to find
utterance in vague and fancifud allusions—if she
thought by such means to cure her lover or her-
self of the disastrous passion which he had so
boldly, she so timidly, acknowledged, alas! she
was very, very much mistaken! Like the spirit
of the Universal Deity of the Pagans, their love
was all around them, in evezl.hing they saw, or
heard, or felt, in every word they uttered, unseen,
but powerful, throughout the whole creation.

Yet she thought she was seeking safety, and
her spirits rose in the unconsciousness of danger,
and the certainty of present happiness. Thus,
when, some time after, they were joined by the
master of the mansion, there was nothing what-
soever in her manner to show that she had been
agitated or alarmed; and when they returned to
the early dinner of those days, her heart seemed
so light that one might have thought not a drop
of royal blood was running in her veins.

“Youarevery gay,” said William Seymour, in
a tone almost reproachful, as they entered the hall..

“So gay,” she answered, “that I could sit
down and sing; but I fancy cold Sir Harry
West,” she continued, turning playfully to the
old knight, * whose heart no fair lady could ever
bring into tune with her own, has not an instru-~
;nen;,t,)f music in all his house—no virginals, no-

ute - .

“ Nay,” replied the old knight, “you do me

g:at injustice, fairest lady. I have all my life-

n the devoted servant of bright eyes. 'Tis
but that I have loved them all so well, I never
could be such a niggard of my heart as to bind
myself to one; and as to instruments of music—
that sweetest of all the many modes of poe!
though virginals, God bless the mark! with t: eir-
dull tinkling, I have none, yet I possess a lute
in my own chamber such as all the rest of Eng-
land cannot boast, framed with great skill in
Venice by the famous Mallesini, who taught
me how to use it, too, when I was in the city of
the sea, and used to serenade all the Venitian
dames.”

“All?’ exclaimed Arabella, shaking her fin-
gerathim. “Fy upon such democracy in love F
In that, at least, I would be a monarch, and reign
alone, or not at all. But pray send for this rare
instrument, 8ir Harry; I would fain try how it
will sound under my weak fingers.”

“ Add but your voice, and the music will be
sweet enough,” said William Seymour, while-
the old knight went himself to bring the lute,
Bat Arabella replied not, and a shade of deep
sadness passed across her fair face for a moment..

“He is tuning it,” she said, the instant after,
bending her ear to listen to some sounds which
came from a neighbouring chamber. “He is a
kind and excellent man.”  When Sir Harry re-

try—

| entered the room, she took the lute, and after

running her band for a moment over the strings,
sang one of those little ballads which perhaps
obtained for her a place in Evelyn's list of fair
poets.

SONG.

“ Who is the boy comes atenlins here,
With looks demure and mild ?
Keep off! keep off! Let him not near!
There’s malice in that child.
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#Yet, sou, he plays amid the flowers,
As innooent as i
His smile as bright as summer hours,
His eyes as soft as May.
¢ Beauty and grace his vestments are ;
. 'To sport seems all his joy.
Gaze if thou wilt, but keep him far,
There’s danger in the boy.
“ How various are his glad:
His every look is bright ;
Sure there can be no wicked wiles
‘Within that thing of light !
“ Lo, he holds out a flower to me,
A rosebud like a gem !
Keep him afar! Dost thou not see
The thorns upon the stem ?
# Vain was the warning given ; the maid
Clasped to her heart the boy,
But could not pluck him thence. He stayed,
And stayed bat to destroy.

4 Bweet Love, let others be beguiled,
Thy treacherous arts I fear,
Keep afar off, thou dangerous child !
Thou shalt not come too near !”

She ended, and turned a gay look upon Sir
Harry West, saying, *“That is your history,
noble friend, is it not ¥’ and then, ere he could an-
swer, fell into a deep fit of thought, which gave
to William Seymour the assurance, and it was
a sweet one, that her heart was mot so free as
she would fain have made it appear. The rest
of the day went by in varied and &easanl con-
versation, thongh over the mind of William Sey-
mour and the Lady Arabella deep fits of thought,
not unmingled with anxiety, came shadowy from
time to time, like the clouds of an autumnal sky.
Sir Harry West quitted them no more that day,
and Seymour n to fancy that he had some
suspicion of all that was passing in their hearts.
Bat on the following day, again, they were once
more left alone together for some hours; another
and another day succeeded; and words were
spoken that nothing-could recall.

—_——
CHAPTER V.

Neiraer good soldier nor good man was ever
without love for his horse, if he had one; and
the reader may have already divined, from cer-
tain words let fall by good Sir Harry West, that
he was peculiarly careful and attentive to the
four-hoofed creatures under his care. Every
man on earth, probabéy, has his %rticnlar point
of coxcombry, and Sir Harry West was not
without his. "It showed itself in his garden and
his bowling-green, in his old hall and in his old
wine. In a slight degree it was apparent in the
studious simplicity of his dress; bat it was
more evident in his stable than anywhere else,
where six as fine horses as England could
duce, two of them being old chargers who had
‘borne him in battle, had as much care bestowed
on their toilet and their meals as ever court-lady
and reverend alderman.

Mounted on one of the stoutest of these well-
fed animals, Matthew Lakyn, an old soldier and
an old servant, sped on towards the fair town of
Newark-upon-Trent, intrusted by the knight, as
his most confidential attendant, to carry the let-
ter of the Lady Arabella to the court of King
James, which was then on its progress from the
land of the monarch’s birth towards the capital
of his new kingdom. As usual in those days,
the good old man bore upon his arm a badge to
distinguish the family to which he belonged,
representing, to use heraldic terms, on a field
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argent a fesse dancettée sable. A buckler was
on his shoulder, a stout sword by his side; and.
although, as we have said, he was not youn
yet he was hale and hearty, and looked wr
wﬁ,ble of dealing & blow or biding a buffet.

is first day’s journcy went by quietly enough..
For ten miles of his road he only saw one per-
son whom he did not know, and that was a stout,,
dark-browed horseman, who passed him within
five minutes after he had left his master's.gate.
They exchanged a word of salutation on the
road, a courteous custom of those days, which,
with many another, has gone by in our more
civilized times; and then the stranger rode on,
while old Lakyn pursued his course more slowly..

Towards three o’clock on the evening of the
second day, the good knight’s messenger turned
into a small village-house of entertainment, in -
order to iive his horse some food, and apply
some of the good things of this life to his own
support. The room which Lakyn entered, after
seeing to his beast’s accommodation, was not
exactly like that in which we first introduced
the reader to the Lady Arabella Stuart, but it
was a small parlour, approached by two descend-
ing steps from the roadside; and this he found
tenanted by two men, sitting on either side of a
small table, with a stoup of wine between them,
and their heads close together, in earnest con-
versation.

One of these men we shall not describe, hav-
ing done so on a former occasion, when he gave
himself the name of Baron de Mardyke. The
other was one of the personages who were with
him at that time, whom he had then called his
servants, and whom we did not honour with any
particular remark. 'We must now, however, be.
more particular, and state that he was a tall,
thin, black-bearded man, close-shaved, except a
small mustache and a tuft of hair upon the chin,
neither of which seemed to be the growth of
many months, His dress, which was plain,
consisted entirez{ of black and gray; but he
wore sword and dagger, though there was a
slouch in the shoulders, and an awkward dis-
{ointedness about the limbs, which spoke of no.
ong military training. Both he and his com-
panion were booted and spurred as if for a jour-
ney; and the moment that Lakyn entered the
room, they ceased their conversation abruptly,
and looked round as if not well pleased with his
presence. The old man, however, was in no
way disturbed by theirs; but, seating himself at
another table, he stretched out his limbs, to rest
them more conveniently, and waited patiently
till the flagon was brought him. The strangers,
in the mean time, sipped their wine together,
and talked of the weather, of the appearance of
the crogs, and various other things, which were
somewhat too evidently distant from their
thoughts.

This had gone on some quarter of an hour,
when suddenly the door of the room was again
thrown open, and in strode the dark-browed
horseman who had passed the old servant on the
road. He cast a glance round the chamber as
he entered, and his eye rested m:ron Lakyn for
an instant; after which he passed on to the table
where the other two were seated, and, bending
over it, spoke with them for a few minutes in a
low tone.

Sir Harry West's good servant was an old
soldier, as we have said, and bad many of the
qualities of his class. He recognised his fellow-
traveller immediately; but, seeing either that
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‘the other did not remember him, or affected not
te do so, he gave not the slightest indication of
having himself a better memory. He applied
bimself, on the contrary, diligently to his ale;
and, though it must be confessed that he listened
with all his ears, from a curious sort of mistrust
or dislike which he felt towards the whole Party,
yet he heard nothing but the last words of their
conversation, which were, ‘¢ Find out!”

The moment these two monosyllables were
pronounced by the Baron de Mardyke, the last-
comer quitted the room. After being absent for
about five minutes, he returned, and again spoke
to the other two in as low a voice as before.
Matthew Lakyn, however, thought that he caught
the words “ Going on immediately ;” and he said
to himself, ¢ If they are talking of me, they speak
the truth. Neither shall I lose any time upcn
the road.”

Thus thinking, he rose, quitted the room, paid
kis score, and having tightened his horse’s girths,
and replaced the bit in his mouth, he rode on
upon his way, at a more rapid pace than he had
heretofore employed during his journey. He
was now just entering Rutlandshire; and in
those days a great quantity of common land
waste and dreary enough, lay between Stamford
and Grantham, especially about Witham, where

" a large extent of dreary ground, some four miles
across, according to the course of the high road,
and spreading to five or six mileson either hand,
Fesemed not a single house, cottage, or hut, as

ar as the eye could reach. After riding on for
abount an hour and a half, Lakyn saw this wide
heath extending before him, with nothing to re-
lieve its bare monotony but a clump of tall trees,
about two miles in advance.

Now he was anything but a man of a faint
heart; bat still so many charges had been given
him regarding the letter which he bore, that he
had conceived that document to be of much great-
er importance than it really was; and, as the
bearer thereof, he had risen to considerable im-
portance in his own eyes. Those were some-
what lawless times, it must be remembered,
when, notwithstanding the wisdom with which
Elizabeth had ruled, the comparative thinness of
the population, and the general state of society,
left many opportunities for violent acts, of.which
there were not wanting persons to take advan-
tage. Why or wherefore good Matthew Lakyn
had taken a strong dislike to the party he had
just left, we shall not attempt to explain to the
reader, as, in truth, the good man could not e
plain it to himself; but cenail:)lg he had thought
of them more than once as he rode along the high-
way; and when he reached the edge of the com-
mon which we have mentioned, he turned in the
saddle and gave a look bebhind him.

As he had been slightly ascending for some
time, his view comprised nearly a mile of the
road, and at about half that distance he perceived
two horsemen following him at a very rapid rate.
Recollecting a warning of his master, in times
of old, to be always prepared for whatever might
happen, the old man assured himself that his
sword plaved easily in the sheath, and then spur-
red on, disdaining to quicken his Eace to any
great tfegree, but still keeping his horse at his
very quickest trot, in the hopes of coming near

some house before he was overtaken. Those
who followed, however, whether out of sport or
any more serious intention, did not spare the
speed or wind of their beasts; and the moment
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the sandy road for the turf at the side, and put
their horses into a gallop. This pace soon
brought them to the side of Sir Harry West's
good servant, where they seemed inclined to
ull up, giving him time to recognise the dark-
rowed gentleman whom he had twice before
met with, and the tall, thin, ungainly man whom
he had seen in the inn. The former now thought
fit to give him a nod of recognition ; and
w;lose t:vit was upon the stretch, exclaimed, with
a laugh,

“ %1! good-evening, sir. If you are riding
races, my masters, I'll heat you across the com-
mon for a stoup of wine;” and, without waiti
for a reply, he struck his spurs into his goﬁ
horse’s sides, and was soon several lengths
ahead. The others spurred after for some way,
but did not succeed in catching him; and he
was still going at the same rapid rate when he
approached the clump of oaks which we have
already mentioned. There, however, he drew
in his rein suddenly on the little knoll from
which the trees sprang, and which was covered
with dry green turf. To his very great comfort -
and satisfaction, he had perceived, as he a
proached, a large party of men and women, in
gay attire, seated with baskets and panniers in
the shade, apparently resting their horses and
asses—for several of hoth were there—and, at
the same time, indulging their own appetites, at
the expense of sundry pasties and co dP;oints of
meat.,

“Hallo!” cried one of the travellers, as the
old servant approached, ‘are you riding for your
life, or has your horse run away with you ?”

“Neither, neither,” cried Lakyn; “’tis but a
race for a stoup of wine with those two gentle-
men behind;” and with some difficulty he ke
his horse from dashing forward, determined,
now that he had met with company, not to lose
sight of it again if he conld help it.

“ Why, you seem mighty happy,
gentlemen,” he continued. ~“May 1
way your steps are bent?”’

“We are going to meet the king as he comes
from Newark,” said a jolly-looking man. “We
have got an address and petition from the town
of Oakham, drawn up by our good clerk.”

“Then, by your leave,” cried Lakyn, spring-
ing to the ground, “I will go on with you. ’Tis
not good riding alone in such days as these.”

« Alone ?’ exclaimed the other. “ Why, you
have a queer notion of solitude, having two com-
panions with you.”

““One may have companions that are not com»
rades,” answered Lakyn; “and, to say sooth,
these are no friends of mine.”

“ 'Why, how now?”’ cried the black-browed
man, riding up at this momecnt about fifty yards
in advance of his fellow traveller, ¢ why, how
now, master serving-man, you have soon come
to an end of your race? We shall be at the
other side of the common first, and make you
pay your losings.”

“Ride on, then,” said Lakyn, in a jeerin
tone. “ With two such jades as yours I don’t
fear you. T'H give you & start half way to the
other side, and beat you notwithstanding.”

The man turned a grim look of a somewhat
menacing character upon him, and replied, “ We
will make you pay if you lose, depend upon it.”

“No fear, no fear,” answered Lakvn; *ride
on, and spare your horses’ wind till I come up
with you. I'll make you use whip and spur be-

ladies and
ask which

they came upon the common ground they quitted

fore I have done with you.”
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what the letter contains; but I rather think it is
a civil excuse for not coming to wait upocn the
king. But, you know, he is tired of courts, and
wishes to spend the rest of his life in peace, do-
ing good to all around him by his wonderful
wisdom.” ,
«Obh, if that be all,” cried the servant, ‘it will
soon be done. It is of those who come to court

at men are afraid, not those who stay away
rom it. Come away up with me to the house
yonder; and, as Sir Robert gets off his horse
after the hunting, you may deliver him the letter
yourself.”

Lakyn was in the midst of his reply, telling
the servant that there was a party waiting for
him at the inn, and that he would but give them
Botice and return in a minute, when there was a
sudden cry of “ The king! the king!”

All was in a moment bustle and confusion.
Some men on horseback, riding forward, drove
back the crowd on either side of the road, ma-
king a lane for the royal cavalcade to pass; and,
in the change of movements which took place—
as these harbingers were careful to treat more
roughly those they did not know than those they
did—it naturally hafﬁened that the servant of
Sir Robert Cecil and his friend obtained a posi-
tion in front of the rest.

“Now,” said the man, “now! My master is
coming just behind the king, on this side. Step
forward with me as he passes, and give him the
letter. I will tell him who you are.”

Lakyn looked down the street, and, at the dis-
tance of about thirty yards, beheld a somewhat
corpulent and heavy-looking man on horseback,
riding with a slouching and uneasy air, coarse
in feature, clumsy in person, with his broad lips
partly open, and the tip of his tongue visible be-
tween his teeth. He had a small cap or bonnet
on his head, and a long feather, clasped by a
large jewel. His dress was of a bright and
somewhat glaring green; a hunting-horn hun
at his side, and a long knife, but no sword; an
ever and anon, as the people shouted “ God save
the king! God save King James!” he bowed his
head with a sidelong inclination, which was
anything but graceful, though he seemed by his
self-satisfied look to fancy it very gracious. Be-
hind him came a crowd of gentlemen, among
the first of whom appeared a personage who,
though slightly deformed, diirlayed the dignified
carriage of an English gentleman, and sat his
fiery horse with ease and grace. Lakyn imme-
diately recognised Cecil, and was in the aet of
stepping forward to speak to him, when, putting
his hand to the black velvet pouch, which, sus-

nded by a belt over his shoulder, contained the
important letter, he found the fingers of a stran-
ger, armed with a knife, busily employed in cut-
tm% it away from his side.

urning suddenly round, the old man caught
the cut-purse by the throat, instantly recognising
the blac‘ix-browed Master Slingsby. Sir Robert
Cecil’s servant threw himself upon him also,
having been watching quietly for the last half
minute the man’s proceedings in regard to his
companion Lakyn. Slingsby endeavoured to
cast off his opfonents and make his escape,
while the people gathered round, exclaiming,
“A cut-purse! a cut-purse! Away with him
to prison, away with him!”

he tumult thus occasioned right in the king’s
path could not fail to attract his attention as he
rode on; and, though several of the officers of
the court hurried up to see what was the mater,
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and to remove the obstruction by driving back
the crowd in not the most ceremonious or tem-
perate manner, the king himself rode forward,
exclaiming, “ What is it they cry—what is it?
A cut-purse? Let the man be brought before
us: we are the best judge of such matters.”

These words were pronounced with a strong
Scottish accent, and many an interjection pecu-
liar to the monarch himself; but, albeit we are
not. ourselves without drops of Scottish blood in
our veins, we do not possess the tongue in suffi-
cient purity to venture upon giving the monarch’s
expressions in their original dialect.

“Hold him fast,” continued the king, “ hold
him fast, and let him be brought before us, with
the witnesses against him. We will inquire
into the case ourselves at nine o’clock this night,
after we have had time to repose ourselves, an
take some necessary sustenance.”

Plenty of hands were ready to secure the un-
fortunate Master Slingsby, who, seeing that he
was detected in the fact, affected to treat the mat-
ter as a jest, acknowledging that he cut the strap
of the man’s pouch, but only for the purpose of
seeing what it contained. He was hurried away.
to prison, notwithstanding; and Sir Robert Ce-
cil’s servant remained in the midst of the crowd
with Lakyn, answering the innumerable inqui-
ries of the multitude, which were as vague and
wide of the point as usual.

One man demanded, in a serious tone, if the
culprit did not wear a brown beaver; and, on
receiving a reply in the affirmative, shook his
head ruefully, exclaiming,  Ah, the villain |”

Another made ganicular inquiries as to his
beard; and a third was sure he had seen him,
somewhere, but could not tell where. A fourth
wished to know whether he had cut the strap
with a knife or a pair of shears, and opined that
it would make a great difference in the judgment
of the king,

Drawing his friend away from the mob as
soon as he could, Sir Harry West’s messenger
asked in a doubtful tone, “ Do you think the
king will really examine him himself?”

Ay, that he will, Matthew,” answered the
servant, “and perhaps judge him too. Nay,
shake not your head: we have seen strange
things done since the court crossed the border.
So, at all events, lyou be ready to give your ev-
idence, and I will call in for {ou at half past
eight, so that we be not late if his majesty in-
quires for us.”

Lakyn promised to be ready, and, with this
appointment, they parted.

+
CHAPTER VI

T recital of the adventure which had just
taken place in the streets of Newark, and the ap-
prehension of Slingsby, may well be supposed
to have produced considerable excitement among.
the y from Oakham, who had seen that
worthy gentleman pursuing their good friend
Matthew Lakyn over the heath near Witham ;
and Messieurs Smallit and Polty were »xtremely
anxious to accompany Sir Harry West’s servant
to the presence of the king as witnesses. To
this suggestion, however, Matthew Lakyn gave
no encouragement, and Sir Robert Cecil’s man,
who made his appearance exactly at the hour ap-
pointed, put a decided negative upon it, saying
that the court was already more crowded than it

would bear,
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Hurrying through the dark streets of Newark,
Lakyn and his companion were soon in the king’s
antechamber, where they found good Master
Slingsby guarded by some of the constables of
the place. The few hours of imprisonment
which he had undergone, and perhaps the con-
versation of those who held him in custody, had
worked a great change in the demeanour of that
personage; and he was now evidently inclined
to treat the charge as a more serious affair than
he had thought it at first. He would fain have
spoken to Lakyn, and beckoned him te come
across the room ; but the constables rebuked him
sharply, and one of the attendants of the king
exclaimed, “ No, no; no cogging here !”

A minute or two after, the door of the king’s
chamber, against which was stationed a halber-
dier, was thrown open by some one within, and
a voice called, “Bring in the prisoner and the
witnesses ;” and enteri_n§ the adjoining room,
after Slingsby had been led forward by the offi-
cers, Lakyn found himself in the presence of the
king. James was seated in a large armchair,
dressed in the same garments which he had worn
in the morning, with hands and face not particu-
larly well washed, and an air of slovenly untidi-
ness about his whole person. In fact, he was
distinguished from the rest of the court princi-
pally by being more unlike a gentleman than any
one present.  On his right hand stood Sir Robert
Cecil, on his left some other officers of the crown,
A bishop and two or three clergymen were also
in the room; and the circle on the king’s right
was extended by the mayor and corporation of
Newark, who had that night been
admitted to his presence. Before him, at the
moment that Lalmn entered, stood the tall, dark
man whom we Fave seen as Slingsby’s com-
panion on the road, and with him the monarch
seemed conversing in a familiar tone, though
his eye wandered constantly from the person

whom he was addressing to those who came in-

at the door, following them round the room till
they had taken their stations at the opposite side.
.. “Your petition, man,” he said, speaking to the
man who stood before ixim, “shall have all due
consideration, and, depend upon it, rightful and
even justice shall be done ; but I would fain ask
you a question or two thereanent. You call
yourself an English gentleman, and your petition
smacks of the humanities. I dare to say, now,
you have had a good education?”

_“Much pains has been bestowed upon it,
sire,” replied the stranger.

“And, if a king may be so bold as to ask,”
said James, with the same broad Scottish accent,
of which he found it difficult to divest himself;
¢ where was it carried on, Master Winter, if such
be your name 7’

'he man hesitated for a moment or two, and
then replied, “ At Oxford, sire.”

“ And at what college, man 7’ demanded the
king, turning a shrewd look towards Cecil.

At Corpus Christi College, your majesty,”
answered the persomage to whom the question
was addresped.

“A very learned place,” replied James,
“though somewhat given, we have heard, to the
doctrines of popery. But our memory, man, is
very long and troublesome ; and, as we take great
delight in the progress of our subjects, especially
in those studies which are vulgarly called the hu-
manities, we have diligently perused the names
of all the scholars at our two universities in the
kingdom of England, and we cannot just readily
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recollect the name of Winter among those who
matriculated at Oxford within the last five-and-
twenty years. It istrue that the memory of a
king ought, by God’s grace, to be better than that
of a subject. However, we may fail as ail men;
so just recollect yourself, @nd see if you have
not studied also in Rome, France, or Brabant,
It is not so easy to deceive us, man, as some
folks think; and you have so much the look of
what is {»rofanely termed a seminary priest, that
we would fain take farther informaticns con-
cerning you.”

Master Winter, as he called himself, turned
as pale as ashes, and began in a hesitating man-
ner to acknowledge that he had studied some
time on the Continent.

“ Doubtless, doubtless,” cried the king, *and
have taken all the degrees and orders. Are you
ready, sir, to receive the oath of supremacy, ac-
knowledging that in this realm of England the
supreme rule and governance of affairs ecclesi-
astical is in the king alone? What! you make
no answer! Well, then, you see you are found
out. My Lord Bishop, having now opened the
examination of this man, so that your lordshi
may clearli see and learn the course in whic
we would have it conducted, we give the case
over to you for farther investigation; and should
it turn out, as we believe, that a papistical priest
has dared to intrude himself into our sacred pres-
ence, we will have him committed to be dealt
with accordingtolaw. Let him be put in charge
of a pursuivant, and perhaps to-morrow we may
hold farther discourse with him, in the hope of
opening his blinded eyes, and reclaiming him
from his errors. Stand down, sir. Let the other
fellow be brought forward—not so near, not so
near. He is as ill-looking a body as ever I set
eyes on. Where are the witnesses 7’

‘While the man Winter was removed to the
other side of the room, Lakyn, Sir Robert Cecil’s
servant, and two other persons, who had been
standing near in the crowd when the attempt ta
cut off the pouch was made, advanced, and were
examined by the king touching the whole trans-
action. The facts were clearly proved beyond
adoubt ; and it was also shown that the man had
not denied the attempt.

“Well, sir, and what have you to say for
yourself now 1’ demanded James. ¢ Have you
any evidence to rebut this charge ¥’ .

“ May it please your majesty,” replied Slings-
by, “I do not deny that I attempted to cut off
the pouch; but—"

“What! then you make confession, man ”
said the king. “This is the eighth or ninth
time sincé we left Berwick that robbery has been
committed upon persons attending our court,
and, now we ‘Eave got you, we will make an ex-
ample, depend upon it.” -

«J wished but to see what the pouch contain-
ed, your majesty,” exclaimed Slingsby, in a do-
lorous tone.

“Just like all other robbers and plunderers,”
answered James; “they all want to see what
the purses they take contain, and the more the
better.”

“ But—but,” cried the man, it was only cu-
riosity.” .

“ Hout tout!” exclaimed James, “ such"cun-
osity as that must be stopped with a rope _(or,
as the king expressed it, with a * wuddie”);
“and, being the. sovereign judge, to whom al
other judges in this realm are merely subservi-
ent or assistant, having tried the case ourselves,
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and finding this man taken in the act, and not
making denial of his guilt, we shall proceed to
rnass sentence upon him according to law, order-

g him to be taken back to prison, and thence,
to-morrow morning, at six of the clock, to the
place of public execution, there to be hanged by
the neck until he be dead. Let a warrant be

repared, directed to our recorder of the town of
&ewark, for due execution of our sentence.”

Every person in the room looked almost as
much aghast as the unhappy prisoner; for such
a gross aad unheard-of violation of the laws of
England seemed to every one more dangerous
than if a thousand cut-purses had escaped.

“ But, sire—" exclaimed Cecil, stepping for-
ward.

“Not a word, Sir Robert, not a word,” cried
the king; *“ we will have no pleading for him.
He is taken in the fact, confesses his crime, and
it is but right and befitting to make our English
subjects know that we hold the sword of Justice
with a firm hand, and will not fail to strike at all
offenders against the law. Take the man away,
let the warrant be made out and executed with-
out fail. As we’'are a crowned king, we will not
bate a tittle of our sentence.”

The courtiers looked in each other’s faces,
and the unhappy Slingsby was dragged away,
endeavouring to stammer forth some appeal to
the king’s mercy and to the laws of the land.
But no one attended to him, and so great was
the popular excitement in favour of a new mon-
arch, that, although such an act had not been
committed since the darkest period of British
history, no one ventured to oppose it, and the
warrant was made out according to the king’s
command.

James himself seemed not to entertain the
slightest doubt or hesitation in regard to his own
proceedings, nor, indeed, any sorrow or compunc-
tion for the fate of the unhappy man whom he
had just doomed to death.

¢« Well, now,” he cried, addressing Lakyn,
¢the cut-purse being disposed of, let us see the
pouch, man.”

Lakyn, who held it in his hand, for the strap
by which it was suspended had been quite cut
through, immediately presented it to the king
upon his knee; and James, taking it from him,
without farther ceremony undid the loop and
button, and put his hand into the inside. Feel-
ing, however, that some degree of ridicule might
attach te him for displaying the same curiosity
which he had condemned so severely the minute
before, he began a discourse in justification of
his own proceeding, full of all those quaint nice-
ties and hairbreadth distinctions on which he

rided himself. He explained, in the first place,
1n broad general terms, that conduct which might
be criminal in a subject was perfectly justifiable
in a king. He then went on to show mere at
large that the impropriety or propriety of a man’s
actions depended entirely upon the circumstan-
ces and the position of the man himself, exem-
plifying his truisms with various homely and
strangely-contrasted instances, from the ‘rights
of a.schoolmaster in birch and cane to the rights
of a monarch on the throne; and certainly, in
both cases, he was inclined to stretch preroga-
tive sometimes beyond its just limits. He end-
ed, however, afier a discourse of a quarter of an
hour, during which time his fingers still remain-
ed in the bag, by declaring that, evidently, the
man’s pretext of curiosity was false and absurd.
“For why,” asked the king, “ sould he have a
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greater desire to see what was in one bag than
in another?”

“Why, may it please your majesty,” replied
Lakyn, “I do lhinﬂ the man sai trtlfe' in lt)ha,t;
for knowing that I was bearing a letter to your
majesty’s court from the Lady Arabella Stuart
—that is, not to say that he did know it, bus
he might, for all I can say to the contrary. How-
ever, he followed me all the way down from
Cambridgeshire, and as there were more people
with him, I can’t help thinking it was a plot to
get the letter and see the contents.”

“Ha!” cried the king, turning pale, “a plot
already? Did we not tell you, Sir Robert—did
we not tell you, Taylor, that it would not be
long first? hg', what's the matter there? The
man seems to have tumbled down;” and he
pointed with his hand to the other side of the
room, where there was a good deal of bustle
about the spot where the personage who called
himself Winter had been standing in custody of
a pursuivant. .

“ What’s the matter there, I say?’ cried the
king. “ Will nobody answer their sovereign lord
and master?”’ ’

‘It is the priest, your majesty,” said the pur-
suivant; ‘“he has fallen down in a swoon, after
comﬁlaining much of the heat.”

“ Let him take care that he get not to a hotter
place,” answered James; “but take him out,
man, take him out, and keep him in the ante-
room till farther orders. Now, man, what is
this you tell me,” he continued, turning to La-
kyn; “a plot, did you say ?”

Lakyn, according to the king’s command, and
in answer to his manifold questions, detailed all
that had occurred since he had left Sir Harry
‘West’s house, and the reasons which made him
suspect that he had been watched and pursued.
On one point, however, it must be acknowledg-
ed, he was not quite sincere with the king, never
hinting the slightest suspicion that the man
whom he had seen in the king’s presence under
the name of Winter was one of those by whom
he had been dogged.

The truth is, however, that good Matthew La-
kyn had, in common with other Englishmen, a
great respect for the laws aof the land, and loved
not to see them violated whether by king or com-
moner. James’s dealing with the man Slingsbly
had shocked all his notions of an Englishman’s
rights and privileges, and he was resolved that
he would not willingly bring another under the
rod of a monarch who seemed inclined to make
such an arbitrary use of his power. His account
seemed to give the king great satisfaction, how-
ever, for there are many men whose minds, like
the body of a ferret, are so constituted as to find
themselves most at ease when-twisting in and
out, through long and intricate holes; and no-
thing pleased the first of our Stuart race so much
as tracing the small lines and narrow connex-
ions of any plot or intrigue.

‘While making these inquiries, the king had
drawn forth the letter of the Lady Arabella, and
kept turning it in his hand with an evident incli-
nation to open it, although he must have seen
clearly that it was not addressed to himself. The
presence of Cecil, however, restrained him from
the pitiful act; and after one or two woful looks
of irresolution, after thrusting his hand once or
twice into his pocket, and twilching the ties of
his stuffed doublet, he gave the letter to his Eng-
lish councillor, saying, * There, Sir Robert,
there! This epistle is addressed to you, though,
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by my soul, man,” and he added an oath which,
for so pious a monarch, was neither very rever-
ent nor cleanly, “I know not why our cousin
has not addressed herself to us. Read, read,
man, and let us hear the contents as far as may
be in discretion.”

Cecil immediately took the letter, and without
displaying in any degree the hesitation which he
really felt, he merely opened it, and having
spread it forth, put it into the king’s hand.

“ Well and dutifully done, Sir Robert,” said
James, with a gracious inclination of the head,
and then commenced reading as follows, in a
tone which, though somewhat subdued, rendered
the words aadible to those who were immediately
about his person, commenting from time to lime,
as he proceeded, after bis own peculiar fashion.

“Sir Roberi, my very good friend,—This is
to let you know, that being on my way, as in
duty bound, to present my humble service to his
majesty the king, and to congratulate him on
his accession to the throne of this realm of Eng-
land—* Rightly said, for we were in full posses-
sion of Scotland before; but she should have
added Ireland and France. She is but a young
thing, however, and the letter is not that ill writ-
ten’—I have been informed that his majesty at
York published a proclamation, forbidding the
approach of any to his court except those special-
ly called. Knowing that obedience to the com-
mands of our sovereign lord is the first duty of a
subject, I have stopped at the house of my old
and respected friend, Sir Harry West—* A wise
and elderly person, I trust, ha, Sir Robert? for
it does not do for maidens of the blood royal to
sojourn at the house of flaunting courtiers.’”

“ A very wise and reverend gentleman, sire,”
replied Cecil, * of threescore years, or there-
about.”

«That is right, that is right,” continued the
king; “and, indeed, she shows a just discretion
in all things. Would that all our subjects would
take example by her implicit obedience to our
best commands. But what says she farther?”
and he proceeded to read “ Sir Harry West,
where I was driven to take refuge, as I shall
shortl exlglain to you. I do beseech dyou, there-
fore, Sir Robert, to lay my humble duty before
the king, and to petition him that I may be per-
mitted to approach him in person, not alone to
pay respect and reverence to him, of which he
must be well assured, both on my part and that
of all his sabjects, but also to communicate to
him certain discourses which were held to me in
an inn near this place, where I had thought to
spend the night. Now, though these discourses
were light and foolish, and unworthy the atten-
tion of so great a king, yet, as they seemed to
me of a treasonable kind of folly, and were also
popish, and contrary to the established religion
of the realm, I did not choose to abide under the
same roof with the strangers who had held them,
but, notwithstanding it being a dark night, and
tempestuous weather, came on to this house of
Bourne, where 1 have been kindly and hospita-
bly entreated. Judging that the matter which
drove me from the inn should be revealed to his
majesty before any other person, I will not enter
into farther particulars, but beg you to solicit
for me his gracious rcrmission, not venturing to
write to him myself, to present myself in his
court, according to my duty. Yours most as-
suredly, ARABELLA STUART.

¢ From the house of Sir Harry West,

at Bourne, this — of May, 1603.” f
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¢ A well-composed and very judicious letter,”
said the king; “though in her inexperience this
young lady has committed one error, which we
shall, notwithstanding, freely pardon, as it was
not of malice—namely, that she did not cause
the immediate arrest of these persons—but in all
others she has conducted herself discreetly. You
will be pleased to answer her, Sir Robert, telling
her that, as we tend towards your good house of
Theobaid’s, we shall be glad to see her there,
and hear more from her, letting her know that
we commend her prudence and obedience, and
do her grace accordingly. Now, man, where’s
the warrant? Please God, we will sign it with~
out farther delay.”

“It is usual, sire,” said Cecil, resolved to
make one effort, “to put a man upon his trial
before—"

‘“ Hout ! puddings’ ends!” cried the king.
‘“ What! taken flagrante delicto, and making con-
fession of his crime? Give me the warrant,
man; if I am a crowned king, and there be hemp
in England, he shall end his days in a tow be-
fore noon to-morrow.”

The warrant was accordingly placed before
the king, whose face had grown somewhat red
at even the slight opposition which he had met
with. A small table, with pen and ink, was
brought forward, and with a quick and deter-
mined hand James signed a paper which might
at any other time have shaken the throne of]
England.

“There!” he said, when he had done; *con-
vey that to the recorder of Newark, and let him
disobey at his peril. Answer the lady’s letter
to-night, 8ir Robert, and take good care of her
messenger, who seems a sober and prudent per-
son.’

“¥our majesty was pleased to say,” replied
Cecg,?“ that ther{: was I:’mother lettery to bg re-
membered ; but whether you will be pleased to
answer it yourself, or commit the task to a sec~
retary, I know not.”

{'What talk yeu of? what talk you of?” ex.
clfffmed the king, somewhat impatiently. “B
my soul! I will write no more letters to-night.

““It was concerning that excellent good soldier
and politic gentleman, Sir Walter Raleigh,” re-
plied the courtier, “and his application to be per-
mitted to wait upon your majesty.”

“F'y, now, Sir Robert, to trouble me with such
matters,” replied the king. ¢ Let the man wait,
He has no title, I trow, to be importunate.”

“Certainly not, sire,” replied Cecil; *“but per-
sons who have been greatly favoured b{vmon-
archs do sometimes presume, and Sir Walter,
as you know, was a prime favourite of the late
queen, as, indeed, his merits well deserved.
Doubtless her majesty gave no heed to the
charge of atheism against him, and forgave him
his hatred against my Lord of Essex. But, as
your majesty knows, being captain of the guard,
he may think he has some claim—”

“None but our pleasure, man—none but our
pleasure!” cried the king. *‘ His malice at Es-
sex, poor fellow! will be no qrace in our eyes;
and as to his atheism, that shall be inquired into.
‘We will have none such about the court. Tell
him to mind the proclamation; and, hark ye,
gossip, there maK be a new captain of the gnarfi
some day. Make the letter short, and do not
say too much; we will do everything civilly, but
I am thinking we can find.a captain of the guard
among our own friends;? snd with these words
began the ruin of Raleigli

4
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The king soon after rose, and retired to rest;
the courtiers remained for a few minutes con-
versing with apparent frankness over the strange
scene which they had just witnessed, yet none
them venturing to give his real opinion to his
neighbour; but Sir Robert Cecil afforded one an
opportunity of misrepresenting his words, for,
aﬁer merely ordering his sen to take care of La-
kyn, he quitted the room to write the letters, ac-
cording to the king’s command.

_+—
CHAPTER VIL
In a house not far from the Strand, there was

a dark room, of somewhat large dimensions,
lined with smail square panels of black oak.
The mantelpiece was of the same wood, richly
carved with monkeys, and devils, and many a
wild creature of the imagination, supporting the
various cornices and crowning the three-twisted
columns on either side, while, on a sort of entab-
lature above, appeared, in marquetry of sandal-
wood and ebony, the whole history of King
David, from his first encounter with Goliath of
Gath to the death of Absalom. The figure of
the Psalmist king, it is true, was not in the most
harmonious Eroportions his head being some-
what larger than his bo&y, and his crown, after
he had attained the dignity of empire, rather
larger than his head. Goliath, from his protu-
berance before, must decidedly have taken but
little exercise, and appeared to have had a fond-
ness for turtle and venison, so that he might be
strongly susPected of having sat as an alderman
at the civic festivals of Gath. About Absalom,
however, there could be no mistake, for his hair,
which was of black ebony, could have belon
to nobody else on earth but himself, and gs:ﬂy
resembled the contents of an unpicked mawkess.
Some bears and stags were introduced, for rea-
sons unassigned, and there, were harps enough
in various parts of the piece to have served Da-
vid for twenty more books of psalms than eyer
he composed.* Nevertheless, it was a v8
lendid ﬁiece of: sculpture in its way, and was

e only thing that enlivened the room, if we ex-
ee;;: a silver sconce of three branches, with the
lights which they contained.

In this chamber, not many days after the
events which we have lately related, sat a very
respectable personage, about the middle age,
dressed in costly, but serious-coloured apparel,
of the Spanish cut, while near him appeared a
gentleman considerably younger, in the highest
mode of the English fashion. The countenance
of the latter bore a quick, impatient, and some-
what discontented air, and while he spoke he
continued to trifle with the roses in his
stirring them from side to side with the point
his sword. The language that they both used
was French; in which tongue, however, the
elder gentleman was much more fluent than the
other, although he himself did not speak it with
perfect purity, mingling from time to time sev-
eral Spanish expressions, and several Dutch
ones also, with his conversation,

At the moment which we choose for the pur-
pose of introducing them to the reader, a short

ause had taken place, and each seemed buried
in thought. At length the elder looked round at
his companion, saying, “ Well, my lord ?’

* A similar mantelgieca-ﬁ"'ﬁ?l to be seen in the house
of J. Wood, Esq., of Sangdvieh, in which Queen Elizabeth
resided during her visit towthy ancient town.
N
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“ Well, count ?” replied the other, and both
fell again into thought.

“Jt is not impossible, I repeat, Lord Cob-
ham,” continued the elder, at length; ‘thongh
the sum required be large, I say it is not impos-
sible, upon the conditions I have mentioned;
but, if you look at the matter rightly, you will
find that it is not less for your safgty than for the
security of the king, my master, that these three
points should be ascertained. First, at the head
of the party must be one who can lay a good title

. to the crown of England. There is but one that

I know of, and she must be ours—of course, not
to rule and guide us till she be actaally upon the
throne, but as the colour and pretence of our op-
position to the King of Scotland, the rallying-
point of the party, and our justiﬁcation in the
eyes of Europe. Her title is better than his, in-
asmuch as she is directly descended from Henry
the Seventh. She is also an English woman by
birth and education, which he is not; and long
ago the English nation pronounced that they
would not have a foreigner sit upon the throne.
But not only that, I find that the law of England
declares no alien can inherit landed property in.
the realm ; how, then, can an alien, like this King
James, inherit the crown, with all the domain
attached to‘it? This I have explained to you
all before, and this is absolutely necessary as
the first condition. In the next place, my very
good lord, I must see some commander of great
istinction engaged in the cause. Not that you
are otherwise yourself than a good and skilful sol-
dier, in whom we could have all confidence, and
for whom—"

“Pooh ! pooh !” cried Lord Cobham; * Jet us
cease compliments, Count Aremberg. What
you want, of course, is some man whose name
and reputation, as well as his valour and skill,
will inspire the whole party with trust. But'l
will pledge myself for such a man.”

“ }or whom ?” demanded Count Aremberg.

““ None other than my old and dear friend, Sir
‘Walter Raleigh,” replied Lord Cobham. “He
will never hang back when Cobham asks him
to draw the sword, and, moreover, he has already
received disgust which makes his blood boil. I
saw him this morning, with a letter from Cecil
in his hand. The king refuses to see him, and
he has a cool and complacent hint that he had
better resign his honourable post of captain of the
guard. An auspicious commencement of a new
monarch’s reign, to slight and injure the best
servants of the crown. What! you look dark,
my noble count, remembering whose good swo
has so often been drawn against the power of
Spain. But let not that be a stumbling-block.
Raleigh will serve his country when Spain is
our friend as well as he served her when Spain
was her enemy; and whoever wishes to pull
down this sloveniy Scotch tyrant, whose first act
in England was to violate the laws of the land
he came to govern, must be a friend to our native
country.” .

« Nay,” answered Count Aremberg, * you mis-
interpret my looks. Courage and high qualities
deserve respect as much in an enemy as in a
friend; and assuredly Sir Walter Raleigh has
shown all the great points of a distinguished cap-
tain. It is a pity, only, that his queen gave him
no other occupation than that of a pirate.” -

He could not refrain from the sarcasm; but,
seeing the colour come up in Lord Cobham’s
cheek, he proceeded hastily, “I shall be right
glad to see him draw his sword in a nobler ca-
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reer. But can you be sure of him? Have you
sounded him ¥

“Not yet,” replied Lord Cobham, “ not yet;
but I will undertake for him; only he must have
money to equip his forces. That is the first ne-
cessity, and without it he is too wise to act.
Now, Sir Count, to your third demand. I forget
what it was—something of less importance than
the others, I think.”

“Not in my estimation,” answered Count
Aremberg. It is, that the heads of the Catholic

arty in England give you their adhesion; and
Eerein, my lord, seems the greatest difficulty, for
the favour which the king bas shown to the two
Lords Howard has greatly divided the feelings
of those who in this country adhere to the true
faith.”

“Pshaw!” cried Lord Cobham: ‘“a piece of
paper and a lump of wax will soon set all that
to rights. I mean a ia al brief, my lord. ’Odds
life | you zealous Catholics ought to know right
well that there is not 2 man of you who will ven-
ture to refuse his aid and assistance in re-estab-
lishing the old ecelesiastical rule in England;
and I have little doubt that, were it necessary, a
brief of his holiness would be found, ere to-mor-
Tow at noon, within the limits of this good city
of London, commanding all true children of the
Apostolic Church to give their aid in excluding
the heretic Scotchman from the throne.”

“Indeed !” said Aremberg, with a doubtful
Jook. “If it be so, his holiness has not made
his intentions known to the court of Spain.”

“Pshaw! most excellent sir!” replied Lord
Cobham. “Use not your diplomatic qualities
on me, for it will only lengthen our discussion
without attaining any end. You know of the
pope’s bull right well, and your only object is to
save the claim of the Infanta. But be assured
that no alien will ever sit upon the throne of
England, if James be rejected.”

Count Aremberg smiled, and it must be re-
marked that his smile was always a coarse and
unpleasant one. -

¢ 'Well,” he said, “granting that it be as you
declare, and that the King of Spain be willing
10 aid in the great and laudable object of re-es-
tablishing the Catholic religion in these realms,
still, as he must make a sacrifice of the claims
of the Infanta, he is entitled to some compensa-
tion. What have you to propose on that head ¥’

“We will first terminate the question of the
three conditions you require, worthy count,” re-
plied Lord Cobham. * Two of them are dispo-
sed of: you have the Lady Arabella as the head
of the pargr, Sir Walter Raleigh as its military
leader, and I have shown you good means of
ensuring that the Catholics of England will read-
ily draw the sword for a lady whom we have
every reason to believe well disposed to that
church. However, if you want more proof, 1
can bring you the head of one of our chief Cath-
olic families, and two excellent priests of your
religion, named Fathers Watson and Clarke,
who will pledge themselves for the rest of their
community. The good fathers are below even
now, and Sir Grifin Markham will be here in
a few minutes,”

He rose as he spoke, as if to call the priests
into the room; but Count Aremberg stopped
him, saying, *Stay, my lord, stay. Give me

et one minute of your private company. The
last point is perhaps the most important of all.”

‘“ Ay, so I thought,” cried Lord Cobham.

% What is the King of Spain to receive as an
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equivalent,” continued Count Aremberg, “for
relinquishing the claims of the Infanta 7"

“I will show you what her claims are worth,”
said Lord Cobham, putting his hand in his
focket: “thus much, and no more, most excel-

ent count;” and he laid a silver groat upon the
table, pointing to it with the fore-finger of his
right hand.

“'Tis a small sum,” observed the count, *for
very great claims. But I did think that some-
thing was mentioned about the loan or gift of
six hundred thousand Spanish crowns. Now -
this, my noble lord, is a considerable amount for
any prince to give, especially when it is to be
employed for the 'purpose of doing away the
claim of his own family, though that claim be
but worth a groat. Your lordship must see,” he
added, with a dry laugh, “that something as an
cquivalent must be assigned to the king, before
he can entertain your proposals.”

Cobham frowned and bit his li¥. He could
not but feel that there was much force in what
the Spanish ambassador said; that he had no
right to expect, indeed, that the King of Spain,
whatever might be his bigotry in favour of the
Church of Rome, would give so large a sum of
money, and, at the same time, resign long-cher-
ished, though chimerical hopes, without some
stropg human consideration totally independent
of religious zeal. He was not prepared, how-
ever, with any proposal to meet Count Arem-
berg’s objection, and consequently remained si-
lent, turning the matter moodily in his mind.
Here the conference might have broken off, per-
hags ; but a quick step was heard upon the stairs,
and he exclaimed,

“ Here comes Sir Griffin Markham! It were
as well to be silent with him regarding this dif-
ficulty. The Catholics are easily discouraged.
I will discuss this question in secret with you
hereafter.”

As he spoke the door was thrown open, and
in camgsabooted and spurred, a cavalier younger
than er of the other two, with a frank and
somewhat reckless bearing, and an air of affect~.
ed indifference, as if he were entering some gay
drawing-room.

‘“Ha! George,” cried Lord Cobham, “is that
you? I thought it was Markham. When did
you arrive

“Five minuntes and a half ago,” replied Sir
George Brooke. ‘I saw the king safely housed
at Theobald’s, and rode on hither with all speed.
Monday will see him at the Charter House, my
good brother, whefe yon need not show yourself
unless you like, for you will not have too gra-
cious a reception,”

“You know Count Aremberg, I think?” re-
joined Lord Cobham. ¢ Count, you know my
brother ¥’

The Spanish ambassador bowed; and, taking
up the cover of a richly-chased cup which stoo
upon the table, he said, “This 1s exquisitely
wrought, my lord. Pray, are your goldsmiths
in England equal to such nice work as this ¥’

“Nay, that came from Italy,” replied Lord
Cobham, impatiently. “But, to return to the
matter before us, your excellenty need not fear
my brother. He is the soul of our party.”

“T have naught to say more than I have said,”
replied Count Aremberg. “I am here but to
learn your wishes and to hear gour proposals;;
very willing to give gou any aid and assistance
in my power—with due regard for the interests
of my master, the King of Spain.”
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to play in thousands, like schoolboys issuing
forth for sport after the tasks of the day are
ended.

In this park, in the month of June, and to-
wards the hour of nine in the morming, a lady
was sitting on the grass under the trees, at a con-
siderable distance tfrom the house. The spot she
had chosen was the side of one of the little hills
which was crowned by a clump of old oaks,
and looking down over a considerable extent of
scene, both in front and on either hand. It was,
in fact, a sort of spur or promontory from the
high ground to the westward of the park on
which ran the paling, bounding a high road.
The distante between the hill and the public
way, however, was at least four hundred yards;
and) the intervening space was filled with wide-
spreading trees, devoid of underwood, so that it
was {rom that side alone that any one could ap-
proach the spot chosen by the lady for her seat,
without being perceived by her, even at a con-
siderable distance.

The sun was rising bright over the fair land-
scape beneath her eyes, the wanderings of the
stream were in every direction, seen like the
beneficent hand of the Almighty in all his works,
to the eye of the thoughtful believer, giving light
and brightness to the whole; and, while the long
shadows of the trees moved slowly as the morn-
ing sun got up in heaven, like the tardy progress
of the world’s affairs, the deep-blue shadow of
some passing clouds floated rapidly over the
bright scene, resembling the free thoughts of
man when his heart is at rest.

For several minutes the lady sat and gazed
around her, leaning lightly on her rounded arm,
and fixing her soft and thoughtful eyes from
time to time upon each fair spot in the glowing
landscape. 'Was she merely drinking in the
flood of beauty that poured upon the eye, con-
templating the magnificence of nature, feeling
with delight and awe the perfection of God’s
works? Or were her thoughts turned inward to
her own fate and circumstances, and her eye
Toving inattentively over things familiar to her?
Neither was exactly the case; she felt the love-
liness of the scene, she marked with pleasure
many a fair object in the view, she looked
“through Nature up to Natare’s God,” but still
her own hopes and wishes, her own fears and
anxieties, intruded themselves, whether she
would or not, upon her attention with importu-
nate appeal, and connected her own fate with all
her contemplations, deriving from the objects be-
fore her eyes sometimes fanciful illustrations,
sometimes consolations higher and holier than
an)l" that man can give.

hus she sat for several minutes, and why or
wherefore matters not much, nor can we, indeed,
tell—for who can trace the wanderings of a
quick and imaginative mind 7—but that fit of her
revery ended with a bright drop upon her eye-
lids. The next moment, however, sweet ATa-
bella Stuart roused herself, though with a sigh,
to other thoughts. Oh, how hard it is, when the
mind, like a young bird, has soared forth at lib-
erty into the face of heaven, and tried its wing
at large among all the joyous things of nature,
to be called back to the close cage of the dull
world’s doings, the strife, the cares, the mean-
nesses, which form the bars that prison in the
heart! Such was her fate, however, continually
through life.

As if to make the transition more easy, how-
ever, she repeated—we may call it sung, for she
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! preserved, though her voice rose scarcely above
i a murmur, the air of the song—the lines of some
long-forgotten poet, which were but too applica-
ble to herself:

“ I must not love where I would love,
I must not dwell where I would stay.”

“Alas, it is all in vain,” she added; *and
Aow to the letter.”
Thus saying, she drew forth from her bosom
a note, the seal of which had been broken, but
of the contents of which she had, as yet, only
read the first words. Unfolding it, her eye ran
over the lines it contained, and ier cheek grew
very pale; a look of anxiety and apprehension
rose in her countenance; and at lengtg clasping
her bands together, she exclaimed, “ The king
and all the court live in daily dread of the
Elague; but if these rash men did but know
ow much more I dread the plague of their am-
bitious designs, the wouldp not surely try to
communicate the infection to me by such letters
as this. What is to be done with this thing
now? If Ireveal it, I bring the poor wretch to
the block. If I conceal it, I make myself &
sharer of their treasons.”
She paused and meditated for a moment or

some one to advise me I”

The words were scarcely uttered, when there
was a step among the trees behind, and, startin
"F with a look of alarm, she turned round.

he blood rose in her cheek, her eye sparkled,
though she would fain have quenched its light,
and her voice faltered with emotion as she ex-
claimed, “ Oh, Seymour! rash, rash young man,
your ims)rudence will be the ruin of yourself
and me!

“Nay, dearest Arabella,” he replied, with a
gay smile, “ neither rash nor inlprudent—bold,
gerhaps to watch you as you sat here musing;

ut I claim but the privi ege of the sun, who
looks at you through the n leaves, even
while you fancy yourself hidden from his bright
eye.”
“Nay, but you are rash, William,” she an-
swered; ‘“rash to come hither at all.”

“I could not help it, Arabella,” be said, in
reply, kissing her hand. “You would not have
me a traitor or a repel ¥’

“Heaven forbid!” exclaimed Arabella, her
imagination immediately connecting his words
with the letter she had just been reading. Ob,
‘William, of all things, if you would not break
my heart, avoid all dealings with the many dan-

ble. But you are laughing; I have mistaken
you. Nay, if you smile so, I shall call back
again all my old careless gayety, which, to say
truth, has been somewhat disturbed. If you
could’ not help coming, tell me what brings
ou ¥’

y “The king’s commands,” replied William.
Seymour. “The king’s commands, to bid you
to Wilton on Wednesday next.”

“Oh, then, the king’s commands shall be
obeyed,” said Arabella, ““and his messenger is
right welcome, But how got you in? You
could not come hither from the house without
my seeing you.”

“] sent on horses and servants,” answered
‘William Seymour, “letter and all; for there is
an epistle, brightest Arabella, written by the
king’s own hand, in very choice Latin, as I un-
derstand, judging you a learned lady.”

gerous men who are striving for things impossi-

two, and then exclaimed aloud, “Oh, that I had
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« Heaven help the mark !” iriterrupted Arabel-
3a; “butstill, how got you in, William Seymour?
»7T'is very rude of you to take me so by surprise;”
but her smiles, as the reader has already suppo-
sed, contradicted her words.

“Nay,” said Seymonr, *’tis worse than that,
for 1 did so on purpose. Dismounting on the
road, I sent my men and horses on, and leaped
the paling, telling them that I would fain take a
walﬂ through the park, but, in truth, having an
intimation from a good enchanter that I should
find Arabella beneath these trees.” °

“Fy, fy!” cried Arabella; “you are an im-

stor, Seymour, and would have me think that
Ewe can work miracles, in order to cheat me
into the belief that ours can be happy. How
'was it, in sober truth, you knew that I was here 7’

% Well, then, in sober truth,” replied Seymour,
pointing to the country beyond the park, which
‘was seen over a break in the trees, “ well, then,
in sober truth, beloved, as I rode along yonder
bridle-way, which you perceive crossing the
country beyond the fence, 1 turned my eyes
hither. Now Love is an enchanter, whatever

ou may think, who strangely lengtﬁens men’s
'Eght, ay, better than the best perspective glass;
and by his aid I saw something beautiful walk
slowly through the park up to this spot, and
knew it was Arabella. Then, riding on till I
came near, I parted with my company, as I have
told you, and, like a deer-stealer, leaped the pa-
ling; then, creeping quietly through the trees, I
s and watched you as you lay, wishing that
I were a sculptor, and had power to carry away
an image of that lovely form in all its thought-
ful grace.”

* Hush, flatterer! hush!” cried Arabella; “I
would only have my image in the heart of those
who love me, t it was not fair.”

% Oh, yes,” ansWered Seymour, “ for whatever
{ saw or heard would be to me as sacred as my
conscience.”

“ Heard !” exclaimed Arabella; ¢ what, did I
’mak 'pl .

“Yes, in truth,” replied her lover; *first you
sat musing; then took out a letter—this which
you have dropped;” and, lifting it from the
ground, he gave it to her, while she turned
somewhat pale to see how nearly she had lost it.
“Then you murmured something indistinctly,
and then you cried, * Oh, that I had some one to
.advise me! Baut you turn pale, Arabella.”

“ Not at what you think,” she answered, with
a smile. “Now would Seymour give a purse
of ﬁold to know what is in this epistle, and has
jealous thoughts of rivals, and half doubts that
Arabella plays him false. Is it not so ¥’

“No, on my life,” replied William Seymour;
“x mig’ht as well be jealous of the sun for shi-
ning on other lands than mine. Why should
Arabella give me ‘one smile but from her pure
bounty 3 I have no claim, I have no right, and
twere a needless policy to let me think you love
me, if you did not. One frown, one word, one
cold look, were enough to crush out all the hopes
you have raised, and snatch the blessing from
me. Why should you deceive me? Ohno!I
am as confident of you as Heaven, and nothing

-shall ever make me doubt.”

Arabella ?ut her hand in his, and gazed upon
him with a look of melancholy tenderness that,
had there been a doubt, would have banished it
forever.

*“Oh no!” she said ; *“though I may never be
yours, I shall never love but you; and whom
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should I trust but him I love? Yet, before I do
trust you fully, Seymour, and ask for your ad-
vice, you must promise me—for you men are
sad, headstrong creatures, and we must ever bind
you with some chain—that you will never re-
veal what I have told, or shown, or asked you—
nay, even if I follow not your counsel.”

. “That promise is soon made, Arabella,” he
replied; “indeed, I should feel the engagement
binding on me, were no promise given; and as
to advice, you shall have the best my mind will
afford, though in times so difficult ‘as these it
is sometimes hard to say what is the wisest
course.”

“Well, then, read that,” said the lady, “and
tell me how I should act.”

Seymour took the letter which she placed in
his hand, opened it, and read. The effect upon
him was scarcely less strong than it had been
upon Arabella. His brow contracted, his lip
quivered, his eye took an eager and anxious ex-
pression; and at the end, he turned back again
and read it throuih once more. Then gazing
in the lady’s face, he exclaimed, “ Oh, Arabella!
have you ever given encouragement to such de-
signs as these 7"

* Never, never!” cried Arabella, “not even in
my most secret thoughts.”

“ There may be men,” continued Seymour, in
a musing tone, “ who think that in offering you
a crown they would increase your happiness;
and had I one to bestow, out of all the world I
would choose you to wear it. But far, far rath-
er, did I possess one myself, would I lay it down,
to share with you an humbler and a happier lot,
than raise you to the golden misery which ever
rests upon a throne. Your virtues may deserve
the highest station, Arabella; but believe me,
dearest, power is not happiness.”

“ Except the power of blessing those we love,”
she answered, laying her hand upon his arm.

“But were you England’s queen to-morrow,”
he continued, “you never could be mine. Re-
member Elizabeth herself, despotic as ever East-
ern sovereign was, ventured not to raise a sub-
ject to the throne, though no one doubts her
wishes ; and, besides, see what these men pro-
pose, that you should give pledges to a foreign
potentate to be guided by him in the disposal of
your hand. Here is evidently a bar to your free
choice. Even if their schemes were feasible, or
had a probability of success, which they have
not, what would you become? A slave of a for-
eign prince, and not a queen, But why smile
you, Arabella ?’

“To see William Seymour argue,” she re-

lied, ““ as if such vain schemes and treasonable
ly could wake in my breast one wish, one idle
thought in favour of that which you justly call-
ed a golden misery. Besides, Seymour, I am
neither unjust, a traitor, nor a fool. I would not
be a usurper for the diadem of the whole world.
James’s is the right; he is next in blood to the
last monarch, and I have no claim at all. Asto
what Lord Cobham says regarding exclusion of
aliens from the throne, ’tis- but a pretence as
empty as the wind. Inever can hold that man
to ge an alien who is born within these isles.
Nature made them one, marked them out for
one empire, and rolled the barrier of the sea
around them to separate them from all the rest
of the earth, as the habitation of one people un-
der one monarch. It is vain to struggle against
the plans of God. Men may mark out frontiers,
and draw lines, and strive for a mile or two of



harren border-land this way or that; but the lim-
its fixed by Nature will stand fast, and ultimate-
Iv be recomnised by all.  No, no, James is no
alien; and though; to say =ooth, 1 never was
more disappointed in the aspect of a an, yet he
is King ot England, and, for me, shall ever re-
main so.  Besides,” she continued, “do you
suppose that I would give up my humble free-
dom for the gemmed thraldom of a throne; to
have no privacy—to live with the thousand eyes
of policy upon’ me—to have my very thoughts
watched-—to inake my very mind a slave to
others—my heart, with all its aflections, a bond-
man to the petty policies of state ?  Oh no, Sey-
mour, no! If they were here before me with the
crown at my feet, ay, and could add France to
England, and take in Spain, with all the golden
Indies and their mines, I would not, it a cheice
were left me, give them another look. It was
not that on which I asked advice.”

* What then 7’ said Seymour, who had been
eazing on her with love and admiration in his
cyes.

“Jt is what I am to do with this treasonable
aper, that I seck to know,” she answered, ta-
ing it from his hand, and gazing vacantly upon

it. “Itis, I fear, my duty to send it to the king;
and yet I would not, for all the world, bring on
my head the blood of those who sought to serve
me even wrongfully; and yet—"

“If you do not,” replied Seymour, * you peril
your own life. Nay, more: should any attempt
be made in consequence of this scheme—shourd
they, notwithstanding a cold and reproving an-
swer from you, seize on the king, put him to
death, involve the land in civil war, and cause
all the bloodshed and confusion which little more
than a century ago stained all our fair fields and

- desolated our happy homes, what would Arabel-
la feel when she remembered that, from the fear
of bringing bad men to punishment, she suffered
all these things to arise, when she could have
averted them? Shut our eyes how we will, he
who conceals treason is a traitor. Besides, my
beloved, you must not think that it is love for
you that moves these men. It is their own self-
ish iaterests, their own passions, their own am-
bition. ’Tis that the king has slighted Cobham,
done some wrong to Raleigh, offended this man,
disappointed that, hurt the pride of another—tis
this thus moves them, no deep devotion to Ara-
bella Stuart.”

“Say no more, say no more,” said the lady;
«] fear it is my duty; and, however grievous, I
must perform it. What you urge is trae; did
1 conceal this and the plot take effect, even so far
&s bringing civil war into the land, I should
never know peace again, But tell me, Seymour
—counsel me how I may treat the matter so as
to move the indignation of, the king as little as

ossible against these misguided men. It is not
ong since I had to tell him of other overtures,
not so distinct, in truth, as these, but still evident-
1y treasonable in their kind. He then took little
heed ; and perhaps, if I manage rightly, he may
deal with this scheme as light'fy.”

“I fear he will not,” answered Seymour; “yet
it is but wise to calculate how you may follow
the voice of duty, and yet excite as little wrath
as may be against those who have certainly de-
served it.”

He paused, and thought for several moments,
adding, at length, with a faint smile, “ Were I
you, I would treat it lightly, Arabella., We oft-
en, by the tone and manner in which we speak
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of things, give them, in the first impressions,
such importance that they can never after be
dealt with as trifles. But if we speak of them
as matters of small moment in the beginni
they are sure, if they be really of weight, to fi
their proper estimation in the end. I would
treat 1t lightly. My Arabella has a custom,
with a gay and laughing humour, to cover, from
the eyes of most men, the deeper treasures of ber
heart, like those bright streams I have seen in
another land, which, under the sparkling rip
of their waters, conceal their sands ef g
This art which you have used—"

“ Have you found out that?” she asked;
“Love must indeed be a diviner, then; for nev-
er, even to the companions of my youth, havel
shown by word er hint that my gayety was more
upon the lip than in the heart.”

‘“ Bat you have shown me the heart t0o,” re.
plied Seymour; “and as I was saying, this art,
which you have used to cover your feelings oa
many subjects, may well be employed now, to
hide what you think of this. Treat the matter
as an idle jest—a thing of no importance, too
foolish to be judged seriously; and thus, per-
haps, the king—especially if Cecil be not near
him, which he was not when I came away—may
take measures to avert all danger, and yet not
think the subject so important as to require the
sword of justice. He 1s of a light and trifling
disposition, given to the discussion of fine sub-
tleties, full of learned importance and self-satis-
faction, but, I should think, not cruel.”

“ I do not know,” said Arabella, thoughtfully,
“Placed amid perilous rocks, the pilot watches
narrowly each ripple on the surface of the sea.
Thus, in the dangers of a position too high for
safety and too low for power, I have scanned
narrowly the .actions and demeanours of men;
and I have always remarked, tHat those who are
the fondest of trifles, and give little weight to
things of real importance, are generally cruel,
treating human suffering as a trifle also. But
that I must not think of; the only way for them
and myself is, as you say, te give the whole &
laughing air. But come, Seymour, let us go;
they will think that we staf long.”

‘“ Nay, nay, dear Arabella,” replied her lover,
““the consciousness of our own happiness makes
us often think that*others see through the dis-
guises we assume to conceal it. Let us not even
lose a minute of the time during which we may
be to each other Arabella Stuart and William
Seymour. The time will come soon enough to
be Madam and Sir again. They who know not
when or how we met, will not Iook at the clock
to see how long we have been together.”

Arabella smiled. “Love’s sophistry, Sey-
mour,” she said : ‘‘but my good aunt of Shrews-
bury is at the house; and, let me tell you, her
eyes are quick, her thoughts keen, although she
be kind and noble, and I do not know that she
would frown upon our affection, even were she
aware of it.”

“I do not think she would,” replied Seymonr,
eagerly ; “she has ever been a kind friend to
me, and, though of as lofty a spirit as any woman
now on earth, yet she does not forget that there
are human passions in all hearts, and that will
be listened to.”

“Yet we must confide in no one,” answered
Arabella, with a serious air; “our secret is but
safe in our own breasts. She has lately caught
me somewhat in a sighing mood; and but last
night, vowing I was in love, she reckoned over




PR

- ianE we wes e

-angles.

B R . T

ARABELLA STUART.

on her fingers some ten men of the court; but,
happily, your name was not among them, or
amt e unruly colour in my cheek might
ve betrayed the truth. Nay, let us go; we
shall soon meet again; and as we walk soberly
towards the house, we can speak all our thoughts
to each other with whatever kind words we will,
looking all the while dewnure and grave as if we
were solving some dee;gr roblem of lines and
In good truth, William,” she continued,
as they went on, “were it not as well to set up
some apparent lover at the court, to hide my
rash friend’s somewhat real suit ?’

¢ Nay, I should be jealous then, indeed,” said
Seymour.

“ That would be pleasant,” answered Arabella,
laughing; ‘“nothing but jealousy is wanting, I
think, to make your love perfect. But I fear
that he of whom 1 thought is not capable of rais-
iaf the sweet yellow passion in your breast.

hat would you say to Fowler, the queen’s
secretary 7"’

Seymour smiled. “Oh! the crack-brained
fool,” he cried, “ he surely would never raise his
eyes so high.”

“Nay, nay, you know not,” answered Ara-
bella; “Thave had delicate speeches about bright
zles and coral lips, and verses over and above

1 of sighing swains and dying swans, and all
the ammunition of pastoral love.
case, I assure you.”

Seymour laughed lightly. “In truth,” he ex-
claimed, “ this is a rival to be feared. I shall go
distracted, Arabella, if you give him but a glance
too much.”

But the lady had fallen into thought again,
and, looking up, she said, ¢ This letter, and the
duty that it forces on me, weigh down my heart,
Seymour. Lord Cobham, too, has ever been
kind and,courteous to me; I cannot think that
this treason is of his designing.”

4« Oh no!” cried William Seymour; “he is
bat the tool, dear girl; and I trust that so it will
appear, in which case it will be easy for his
friends to gain his pardon. But here comes
some one from the house, and now for all due
reverence.”

Arabella cast down her eyes with a look of
painful anxiety, and the moment after they filled
with tears.

“ With all due reverence!” she repeated.
% Alas! William, when and how will this end ?”

He gazed upon her with a look of deep and
tender affection, but did not reply; for a servant,
evidently in search of the lady, was now rapidly
approaching. As the man’s step came near,
Arabella looked up and said, “I suppose my
aunt has sent you, Ralph, to tell me that there
are messengers from the iring; bat I have met
this gentleman in the park, and am returning to
receive his majesty’s commands.”

“Yes, madam,” replied the man; “but I had
charge to tell you also that Sir Harry West is
here; and I saw Master George Brooke ride up
as I came away.”

Acrabella turned a quick glance upon William
Seymour, and seemed to catch from his look
‘what he would have her do.

“If he wants me,” she replied, “tell him I
must decline to see him.”

The man looked surprised, and she repeated,
“«Exactly so: tell him I must decline to see him.
He will understand the reason—Mr. George
Brooke, I mean. Sir Harry West I shall be
right happy to receive: and as I do not wish to

*Tis a perilous

meet with any one displeasing to me, go forward,
good Ralph, and open the door into my aunt’s
cabinet. I will there receive the king’s letter,
Mr. Seymour, and write my humble answer to
his majesty.”

The man obeyed, hurrying on with a quick
footstep, while Arabella raised her eyes to Sey-
mour’s face, inquiring, in a low but eager voice,
‘“Have I done right?”

¢ Perfectly,” replied her lover; ¢ it were mad-
ness to receive him, my Arabella, Whatever
Kou might say, it would be proved that you had .

eld conference with one of these conspirators,
and, if I judge right, with the most dangerous
of them all. But see, there is Lady Shrewsbury
herself upon the terrace; let us go forward
straight towards her.” -

They did so accordingly ; but, whatever were
their intentions, that high but kindly dame was
not easily deceived; and while she held out her
fair hand to William Seymour, who pressed his
lig{s upon it with respectful gallantry, she turned
a keen glance from his face to that of Arabella.

‘“Welcome, Sir Truant, welcome,” she said.
“So you leaped the paling, I find from your men,
to take a walk in the park; but I doubt me,
poacher, that it was not without good expecta-
tion of meeting with a deer.”

‘William Seymour was not decomposed, how-
ever, though Arabella was; affd he replied, “If

1it was so, fair lady, you see I was not disap-

goimed. If 1 had sought for a kar¢, I might have
cen so.”

Many a grava thing in those days was covered
by an idle play upon words; but the shrewd
countess shook her head, and a moment or two
after took an opportunity to whisper in her niece’s
ear, “I fear, Arabel, I must reduce the list of
lovers down to one;;” and, thus saying, she led
the way towards the house.

“Let us go in by your cabinet, dear aunt,”
said Arabella, whose cheek was now glowing
like a rose. *There is some one at the other
side I would fain not meet.”

“ Whatever course you please, fair maiden,”
answered the countess; “ I will not thwart you ;"
and she turned across the terrace to the left,

—_—
CHAPTER IX.

“ Nor see me?’ exclaimed George Brooke,
with a flushed cheek and a flashing eye. *Not
see me, for reasons I well know! Body of Sa-
tan! but the lady is courteous. Pray tell her,
Master Lackey, that I know no reason why any
lady in the land should so forget that which is
civil as to send so rough a message by such a
messenger. Now for my horses and my people!
Ha'! there she comes across the terrace; but I
were wanting as much as herself in courtesy
were I to force the audience she refuses to re-
qudst. My horses, sir, I say!” .

“ They are coming round, sir,” replied the
servant. :

“What!” cried George Brooke, in the same
angry tone, “you ordered them round as you
came? See how meanness can mimic the arro-
gance of its masters. The cobbler’s cur flies at
the beggar to whom his master refuses a farthing.
But every dog has its day, sirrah, and I forgive
thee. There’s a crown for thee, to buy thee better
manners, if thou canst find themm—though, by
my faith, I think they are all exported.”

“No, sir,” replied the man, putting away the

-‘ -
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crown piece with the back of his hand, “I take
not money and hard words together. Neither
must you say more against my lady, as sweet a
one and gentle as any in the land, who never
said or did an unkind thing, nor refused her
presence to any who deserved it. There’s not a
man in this house but will break the pate of any
one who dares say aught against her, be he gen-
tle or simple.”

Brooke gave him a look of contempt, and put
his foot into the stirrup, his horses having by
this time been brought round; and, swinging
himself into the saddle, he rode slowly and sul-
lenly away. His thoughts were all on fire, how-
ever, and his heart filled with anything but the

- dull sulkiness that he displayed upon the surface.

“What is to be done 7’ he asked himself; “the
matter is clear, she has betrayed us to the king.
Cobham is an idiot to write her a letter under
his own hand, when 1 had promised to speak to
her by word of mouth. See what it is to trust
fools; and yet we could not well go forward
without him. Still, what is to be done now ?
That is the question. If Grey were ready we
might act at once, seize upon James at Wilton,
and complete the affair at a blow. If not, it were
better for all of us to fly. But I must show no
haste, so long as there are other eyes upon me.
Once past the park gates, then spur on to Lon-
don, and let them know our misfortune. There
is time yet; for this fatal letter could but reach
her late last night or early this morning. Here,
Jones!”

A servant rode up; and his master, after mu-
sing for a moment, continued : “ As soon as we
are out of the gates, ride to Salisbury with all
speced; find out Dr. Watson, who is at the third
house from the gate near the city wall, Tell
him to come to London with all speed; say that
this being summer time, the swallows are begin-
ning to fly; then follow me to Cobham House.
Baldock, you away to Wilton, and offer my hum-
ble duty to Sir Robert Cecil, hy good brother-
in-law. ‘A little more than kin and less than
kind,’ as the player has it. Ask after his health;
and tell my good sister that the gloves have come
from France, and I would send them if I feared
not the infection; but they have lain in London
for some days. This done, come both of you
and join me at Cobham House. Let each use
well his eyes, and tell me what you see. You,
Baldock, mark shrewdly Sir Robert’s face when
iou,complimem him on my part. I would fain

now,” he added, in a careless tone, * whether I
should have a good reception at the court, were
I to venture thither. You are quick and keen,
remark all things, and let me know the result.
You may, if ‘(ou make haste, overtake me before
I reach London, as I shall go but slowly.”

At the park gates the men took leave of their
master, and rode on in the direction of Salisbu-
1y, while he pursued a narrow lane which join-
ed the high London road after winding through
the country for about five miles. The moment
his servants were out of sight, he set spurs to his
horse, which was a powerful charger, and gal-
loped on over the sandy ground for about three
miles without drawing a rein. Suddenly, how-
ever, the animal showed symptoms of going
lame, and on dismounting to see what was the
matter, he found that it had cast a shoe.

“Now out upon fortune!” he cried; “if I
could reach London ere to-morrow morning,
the affair might yet go forward; if I be dela}'ed
another day, there’s nothing for it but flight.’
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He had to blame his own folly, however, rat.
er than the fortune that awaited him ; an(i, had
the delay which took place been no greater than
that which was necessary to repair the little ac.
cident that had happened, all miﬁht have gune
well with him. But small vices have more fre-
quently ruined vast enterprises than even freat
crimes, Ere he had proceeded half a mile, lead-
ing his horse by the bridle, he came to a liitle
oFen spot, where an object attracted his attention
of which we must give some account. On the
left-hand side of the road was a high bank of
sandstone, retiring about thirty yards from the
path, and topped with some feathery trees, which
were waving their green branches in the sun-
shine. The foot of the cliff was covered with
soft turf, and hollowed out of the stone was a lit-
tle niche lined with masonry, having a shallow
basin at the bottom 1o receive the clear, bright
water of a spring which issued from the bank,
and, welling over the edge, formed a little rivu-
let running at the side of the lane,

Close to this well, which some kind hand had 1
erected for the solace of the thirsty traveller, was
seated a young girl of seventeen or eighteen
years of age, dressed in a quaint and singulas
costume, very different from that of the Englisk
Eeasamry. She had a tall, pointed hat upon her

ead, adorned with bugles, a black bodice and: -

red petticoat bordered with a tinsel lace, a snowy
apron of fine lawn, and some gay bracelets ow
her arms. She was lightly but beautifully made;
and though her complexion was somewhat dark,
her skin seemed smooth and soft, her features
fine, her hair rich and luxuriant, and her hands
and feet small and delicate. The attitude in
which she had cast herself down was full of
grace, but the whole expression of her figure, as
well as her face, was that of deep sorrow, and
the tears were running rapidly from her iargc
dark eyes.

The attention of George Brooke was instant-
ly, as we have said, attracted towards her; and,
although it is scarcely possible to conceive that
the sight of sorrow in a woman could fail to
awaken compassion in the breast of anything de-
serving the name of man, certain it is that less
than holy feelings mingled in the sensations of ,
him who now paused to regard her.

“Well,” he thought, *“ I suppose Dame For-
tune has determined that I shall have to fly my
counury, and has sent me a fair companion to-
cheer the hours of exile. By my life! she is a

retty creature, and as enticing as a royal banquet:

hat is the matter, I wonder—a quarrel with a
lover? If so, I may help her to a better. Ora
lost pigeon? If so, I'll be her dove. Why; -
pretty one, what ails thee?” he continued, ad- - !
vancing towards her.

%I am very unhappy,” sobbed the girl, with a -
strong foreign accent.

«] see that,” replied George Brooke; ‘“and I
grieve that those bright eyes should run over.
But what is the cause ?”’ .

“] know not where to go to,” exclaimed the
girl, clasping her hands together, and addressing
her words rathsr to Heaven than him.

“Go to1” cried her companion, gazing at her,
with his wild and reckless spirit ready for any
folly or for any crime. “Why, come with me,
sweet one; I will take good care of thee.”

The girl looked up in his face with an inqui-
ring glance; but there was in it no look of that
deep feeling, that kind-hearted benevolence,
which gives confidence and hope. There was
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the light, ha]f-serious, half-jesting smile, which
mocks at all things, even while they are felt
most weighty ; the sort of scoffing carelessness
with which the wicked strive to alleviate the
burden of their own conscience. There was,
moreover, that expression of habitual dissipation
which always soon marks the man who gives
himself up to vice.

The girl shook her head mournfully, and made
no answer.

“Nay, nay,” continued George Brooke, as-
suming a more serious and more feeling tone,
“if any evil have really befallen you, tell me
what it is, and I will help you if I can.”

“ You cannot,” said the Fiﬂ’ “you cannot. I
have left a very wicked old man, who brought
me over to this country two years ago, to sin|
before the gentry and play upon the lute; and
know not where to go to.”

“But why did you leave him ?’ asked George
Brooke.

“ Because he wanted me to do what is wrong,”
replied the girl, the colour mounting in her face
and temples; and again she burst into tears.
Alas! she spoke to one who had no respect for,
scarcely any belief in, virtue; and his evil pur-
gos:s were but confirmed by what he saw and

eard.

“Nay,” he said, “ Iyou shall tell me the whole
story, and if it is as I think, I will bring you toa
lace where you shall be well taken care of and
Eindly treated. My horse has gone lame, so I
will tie him to a tree, and sit down by you to
hear your little history.”
- The girl offered no opposition, and he did as
he said, fully resolving to take her with him to
London, under the pretence of providing for her,
and then using his opportunities as he might
think fit.

All the first part of her tale was told without
hesitation : that she was a Milanese by birth,
and had been brought over—purchased, in fact,
from her parents, by an English perfamer and
charlatan, who had visited Italy in search of rare
drugs and essences. For some time his expect-
ations of making money by her little talents had
not been disappointed. She had sung and play-
ed upon the lute, she said, before the Lord Soutg-
ampton and even the queen; but the state of agi-
tation at the English court during the illness of
Elizabeth put a stop to his gains; and he had
taken her from place to place through the coun-
try, obtaining but little repayment for his trouble.
Of the causes which induced her suddenly to
quit him, however, he could obtain no farther
account than that which she had already given,
*‘that he wished her to do what was wrong.”
But George Brooke put his own construction on
her words, and as she had described the charla-
tan as old and ugly, expressing great personal
disgust towards him, he fancied that she might
entertain very different feelings towards a young-
er and handsomer man. What farther took
place may not require detail. Notwithstanding
the urgent necessity for his presence in London,
he sat talking with her for nearly an hour, and
whither passion hurried him on, matters not;
but at the end of that time a loud scream and
cry for help rang along the lane, and reached the
ears of a party of horsemen coming slowly from
the side of Salisbury.

“Ha! there is some violence going forward,”
cried Sir Harry West, putting his horse into a

allop. “ Come on, come on! Why, how now,
aster Brooke 7’ he continued, as he rode up to
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the little well, beside which the girl was standing,
all trembling and in tears. “Offering violence
to a woman? Fy, sir, fy!” -

“Ride on your way, Sir Harry West,” replied
Brooke, fiercely, “and mind your own affairs.”
But even while he spoke, two or three men on
foot came down the lane from the other side, ex-
claiming, “ Ah, here she is, here she is, and
here’s the fellow who has lured heraway. Have
them both before the justice; he will put the
rogue in the stocks, I warrant you, and give the
wench an exhortation.”

George Brooke would now have given his
right hand that he had not been tempted to loss
time which was but tpo precious in his circum-
stances; for he easily comprehended that he
might now be detained somewhat longer than
would he Eleasant to him. Indeed, the manner
in which the men approached him, and the words
which they used, showed him clearly that he
himself was one of the objects of their constabu-
lar indignation ; and, if anything had been want-
ing, one of the rural Dogberries exclaimed, run-
ning up to lay his hand upon the gentleman’s
collar, “I comprehend you, sir, in the king’s
name, and charge you go along with me.”

At the same time, two of his companions took
hold of the girl by the arm, saying, * Come
along, Preuy mistress, come along to Justice
SculTy.’

George Brooke, however, grasped the hilt of
his sword, exclaiming, * Stand back, fellow: put
a finger on me if you dare! You are a fool, and
know not what you are about. I am a gentle-
man, the brother of Lord Cobham.”

“Gentle or not gentle,” replied the constable,
“lord or no lord, I'am sent to comprehend you, .
and please God so I will, for enticing the girl
away from her master. Draw yoursword against
the law if you dare. All you standers by, I
charge you, in the king’s name, give me help.
You see he has got his sword out, and may do-
me a damage.”

“You had better go quietly,” said Sir Harry
‘West; “it is your duty not to resist the civil
power.”

“I have no time, Sir Harry, to spend upon
such fooleries,” said George Brooke; “I am in
haste for London, sir.”

“You had plenty of time,” replied Sir Harry
‘West, “to offer violence to an undefended girl.
You were in no haste but now.” ! :

“Pshaw!” cried George Brooke, who saw that
he had placed himself in an unpleasant predica-
ment, “my horse had cast a shoe, and it takes no
long time to snatch a kiss from a pair of ruddy
lips by the roadside.”

“Nor to do any other bad action,” said Sir Har-
ry West; “but you had better go quietly, sir;
for if the man requires us in the king’s name,
we must give him aid, to make you.”

“I had thought,” replied the other, thrusting
his sword angrily into the sheath, “that gentle-
men were bound to aid gentlemen.”

“When their deeds are those of gentlemen,”
replied Sir Harry West; “if yours be such, you
have nothing to fear; if they be not, you have
no right to apply to me for assistance: I will go
with you, however, and vouch for who you are.
Do you intend to resist ?”

“Not unless he puts his hand upon me,” re-
rlied George Brooke; “if he do, I will as sure-
y send my sword through him as I live. Let

him lead on; there is no fear of my escaping,
with Sir Harry Wast at the head of the watch.”
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#'No,” she cried aloud, “no, I will die first!”

Brooke bit his iip, murmuring, “You

are an idiot;” and the moment after the whole
party were summoned before the justice.

'Hve was a fat, good-humouredslooking man
who seemed to reckon his years by barrels o
ale, but on whose brow sat a slight frown of
habitual self-importance. Sir Harry West was
seated beside him, with a clerk at the end of the
table, and starding on his right hand was a tall,
thin man, apparently about sixty years of age,
of a very unprepossessing countenance. His
white hair was thrust back from his forehead,
which was narrow and low, but prominent over
the eyes, which were shaded by bushy gray
brows. "The eyes themselves were keen and
fiery ; his lips were thin and in continual move-
ment, even when he was not speaking; and his
ears unnaturally large, with a gold ring in one
of them, and a topaz in the other. His nose was
aquiline, and depressed at the point; his com-
plqexion sallow, but his teeth brilliantly white and
perfect for a man of his age. He was dressed
more richly than his condition warranted, and
with a degree of extravagance in the colour and
form of his habiliments which made their costli-
ness the more remarkable. His ruff was of the
finest lace, his coat of Genoa velvet, and his
hands were covered with innumerable rings.

“That is the girl,” he cried, as soon as Ida
Mara appeared; “that is the girl, and I claim
her as my property.”

‘ Silence !” exclaimed worshipfal Master
Scully; “and let nobody speak till they are
spol,:,en to. What were you saying, Sir Har-

“ Merely that I thought it would be best,” re-

lied the knight, * to enter into the charge against

Rir. Brooke in the first instance, as I understand
that he is in haste.”

“I am in haste,” rejoined George Brooke;
“and as to a charge, there is none that I know
of against me. Methinks I must have got into
the kingdom of jackasses, to be thus brought by
one fool before another, for no reason whatso-
ever but to gratify their mutual stupidity.”

M. Justice Scully looked perfectly thunder-
struck at the insolence of this speech; and the
clerk, who, having lost one of his fore teeth,
_whistled somewhat in the utterance, strongly rec-
ommended that the gentleman should be com-
mitted. Sir Harry West, however, interposed,
and the regular course of proceeding was com-
menced.

“ Now, sir, what is {our name?” asked the
justice, turning to the old man on his right.

“ My name is Jonas Weston,” was the reply;
by trade a perfumer and druggist.”

“Well, Master Jonas,” said the justice, “if
you ever do get into the whale’s belly, you are
Just the man to give him an emetic.”

The clerk and the constables laughed, but Sir
Harry West looked grave, though such jests
'were then not uncommon, even on serious occa-
sions; and the court proceeded to ask the per-
famer what was his charge against Master
George Brooke.

‘“None that I know of,” replied the perfumer;
“I never saw the gentlemnan before in my life,
that I know of.”

“Yes thon hast, thou imp of evil,” eried
George Brooke, “ when thou wert playin dep-
uty devil to Mrs. Turner, of Shore Lane. Butif
he has no charge against me, why am I brought
hither?” E

Pr
“Why, your worship,” said the chief con-
stable, advancing, * that man with the ings
swore he thought the girl had gone off wi!tl:
some young man from the inn at Hadleigh;
a, haf’ we found him with her, we brought them.

th.

“You did right,” said the magistrate; “there
was just cause for suspicion; and constables
have a right to apprehend all suspicious per-
sons.”

George Brooke burst into a loud laugh. “I
have heard of Hampshire hogs,” he cried, *and
this seems to be hog law. Sir Harry West, I
wish you joy of your company, and unto the
whole court a very good-morning. As there is
no charge against me, I shall go.” Thus say-
ing, he stuck his beaver on his head and walked
towards the door.

“ Shall I stop him?” cried the constable; but
Mr. Justice Scully seemed to be decidedly of
the opinion of Dogberry, “ The watch ought to
offend no man! and it is an offence to stay a
man against his will;” so that George Brooke
was suffered to depart in peace, though not with-
out having lost nearly three hours of time, which
to him and his fellows was invaluable.

“ Now, then,” cried the justice, as soon as he
was gone, “ Master Jonas Weston, if you have
nothing to say against the man, what have you
to say against the woman 3”

“That she ran away without my consent,”
answered the perfumer.

“ That is a very grave offence,” said Master
Scu}lly; “is it not, clerk 7’

“That will depend upon the particulars of the
case,” replied the clerk, with a grave look.

“How are we to proceed ¥’ inquired the jus-
tice; and he turned his eyes towards Sir Harry
West.

“I do not presume to interfere,” said the old
knight; “ but I think, Master Scally, I have had
some cases similar to this brought before me,
and if you will permit me to ask a few ques-
tions—"

“Pray do, pray do,” cried the justice, delight-
ed to be delivered from an inquiry which he
knew not how to conduct; “I always think it
a proper compliment, Sir Harry West, to a broth-
er magistrate, when he does me the honour to
visit me, to let him do just as he likes in my
court.”

“Youare extremegdpolite and courteous, Mas-
ter Scully,” answered the old knight. Now,
sir, upon your oath, what right have you to this
girl’s services ?”

“Why, I bought and paid for her with my
own money,” rep%ied the man, boldly. B

“In this country ¥ asked Sir Harry.

“No,” answered Weston, *in Italy.”

“Lucky for yourself it is so,” said the old
knight, ¢ otherw¥se it would have beeu: a misde-
meanour, for which you must have been instantly
committed.”

“Please your worship,” rejoined Weston, who
was not one easily to lose his hold, “the girl is
my apprentice.”

“ Show me her indentures,” said Sir Harry
West ; “ we may have cause to cancel them be-
fore we have done.” .

“1 have them not here with me,” answered
the man, with a sullen look.

“ Well, 'tis no great matter,” replied Sir Har-
ry West; “for, according to your own state-
ment, they are null in themselves, if they do ex-
ist. You paid for her, you say, instead of re-
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ceiving with her an apprentice fee? the law of
land recognises no such transactions.”
‘Well,” said the man, ¢ she is my servant,
at least, and has no right to quit me without
due notice, that I might provide myself with an-
other. A runaway servant is punishable by all
laws!”

“If they run away without due cause,” an-
swered Sir Har: est; ‘‘but if there be cause,
I think, Masterlgcully, we have no law to pun-
ish them.”

“Certainly not,” replied his worship; “if any
master requires his servant to do what is against
the law of God or man, the servant has a right
to run away. When you brought her to my
house last night to play on the lute, she seemed
very well comented’.)”

““No, 'she was not,” answered Weston ; *she
told me a month ago that she would leave me.”

“Bat what made me tell you 507’ cried Ida
Mara, bursting forth; “ why don’t you tell what
you said to me? Will you tell what you want-
ed me to do ¥’

“ Nothing, you fool,” cried Weston, with his
sharp eyes flashing fire ; “you mistook what I
said; but if ever I catch you, I'll take the skin
off your back.”

‘“That you shall never do,” said Sir Har
‘West; “I think, your worship,” he continued,
turning to the justice, “that the case is very
clear.” .

“So I think too, Sir Harry,” replied the ma-
gistrate; “the girl must be discharged, the girl
must be discharged! and if he attempts to mo-
lest her, we will punish him.”

“I have some doubts whether he does not
deserve punishment already,” said Sir Harry
West. “giowever, as we have no charge against
him, I suppose he must be suffered to depart for
the present.”

I should think, your worships,” observed the
clerk, in a sweet tone, while the perfumer took
two or three steps towards the door, anc then
paused, as if unwilling to depart without making
another effort, ¢ I should think he might be put
in the stocks, as a vagabond going about from
place to place, not in his lawful caTling.”’

‘ He is a vagrant, certainly, your worships,”
said the constable, “that I can certify, for he
does go from place to place.”

Master Jonas Weston, seeing that he was in
sufficiently distressed circumstances to have an
ill word from everybody, determined not to pro-
voke farther hostility by his presence, and con-
sequently made his way out without loss of
time, while Sir Harry West and the justice con-
sulted together for a moment as to whether he
should be suffered to depart. .

“It is better, perhais,” said the knight, “to
let him go. I think I have seen the man’s face
somewhere before; but as no one has made a
charge against him of which you can také cog-
nizance, I do not know how we could proceed
with him: and now, my poor gir], what is to be
done with you, I wonder ?” -

“Oh, sir,” cried Ida Mara, clasping her hands
and speaking in Italian, “you said you would
protect me. Do not, do not abandon me. You
think, because I am in this strange dress, that I
am a wild, llght girl, and can do nothing but
sing songs an E!ay upon the lute; but I can do
a great many things, and will do ‘anything to
show how grateful I am, if you but protect me.
Think what I am to do, if you send me out into
the world, without money, without friends, with-
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out a home.. Oh, let me go with you; Iam sure
ou are good and kind. 1 see it'in your face, I
ear it in your voice. Let me be the lowest of
your servants—anything, rather than cast me
out upon the world again. For the love of God,
have pity upon tne.”

“1 fear, my poor child,” said the knight, “that-
in my sober and homely house we could find no
occupation for hands like yours. On my life T
believe that you are as good a girl as ever lived,
and something I will certainly do for you; but
the only question is, what—I am very much
perplexed, worshipful Master Scully,” he con-
tinued, turning to the magistrate, who was sit-
ting with his eyes very wide open at hearin
such a torrent of a foreign language, which ha
never met his ear before, “I am very much per-
plexed as to what is to be done with this poor
§irl I evidently saw she had been ill-treated as

came along, and promised she should have pro-
tection.” :

“Oh, let her find her way back to her own
country,” re’plied Master Scully; “I dare say
she’s a slut.’

I think not,” replied Sir Harry West. ¢« Alt
I have seen of her, though it is not much, to be
sure, makes me think her a good and virtuous
girl; and at near sixty years, sir, after much
mingling with the world, one is not easily de-
ceived in such things. At all events, to turn
her out and let her find her way back to Italy
will not be the means to keep her good, if she
be so.”

“ Oh, if she is a virtuous maiden,” replied the
justice, “that’s another thing. Come nearer to
me, mistress, and let me look at you.”

The girl approached timidly; but Sir Harry
‘West, who had no great confidence in the deli-
cacy of the justice, determined to cut the matter
short, and take her away with him for the time.
“Come,” he said, “Ida Mara, for the present
you shall go with me, and I will put you under
the care of the good landlady where I lodge, in
the small town of Andover. Methinks I recol-
lect hearing a high lady say that one of her
maids is going to leave her to be married. Now,
if you be really what you seem, I will tell her
your history, and see whether she will like to
take you.” '

Ida Mara clasped her hands together, and gave
a low cry of joy; but the old knight continued,
raising l'{is finger, “Mark me, however, Ida
Mara. Before recommending you, I shall make-
the strictest inquiries at every place where you
say you have been; and if your conduct has not
been what it should be in every respect, I can do
nothing of the kind for you.”

The girl caught his hand and kissed it eager-
ly, saying, ‘ Ask, ask! I desire no better. If
you can find I have ever done what is wrong
upon good witness, cast me off altogether. But
do not take that man’s word,” she added, sud-
denly, “for he will tell you that I am head-
strong, and passionate, and disobedient, though
I never refused to do anything he told me that
was right.”

“Well,” answered Sir Harry West, ¢ so shall’
it be, then; but in the mean while, I do not
know well how to convey you to Andover, my
poor girl.”

“ Why, Sir Harry,” said his servant Lakyn,
who had been watching the whole course of pro-
ceedings with some interest, looking upon Ida-
Mara as a sort of protégée of his own, “ why,
Sir Harry, if we could get a pillion, she could
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ride behind me, or one of the other men, to An-
dqver—tis but seven miles, and the horses are
quite fresh.”

“ Oh, my worshipful friend,” cried Mr. Jus-
tice Scully, © we can lend you & pillion. Hav-
ing a houseful of women here, I am always
amply provided in that sort. You can send it
back to me by the carrier who passes to Win-
chester.”

“Many thanks, many thanks,” replied Sir
Harry West. “I will gladly accept your offer.
‘Take her behind thee thyself, Lakyn, for thou
art older, and more sedate than the other fel-
lows; and make as much haste as you can, for
‘we have intruded too long upon Master Scully.”

“Not at all, not at all,” exclaimed the justice.
“I count boldly that you will stay and take your
noon-meal with me; your people and the girl
shall be cared for in the buttery— W hat, shaking
your head? No time, I'll warrant; yod cour-
tiers are always as busy as a merchant. Well,
you mast come in at least, and let me introduce
you to the ladies. You must break bread and
taste a cup of wine; to that there is no denial.”

Feeling that, in courtesy, he could not refuse,
Sir Harry West accompanied the worthy jus-
tice to another part of the house, while the ser-
vants and Ida Mara were taken to the buttery,
and treated with true old English hospitality.
In about half an hour, however, the whole party
were once more on horseback, and riding slowly
away towards Andover.

——
CHAPTER X.

‘WE must now accompany George Brooke on
his way, not, indeed, stopping to trace all his
proceedings, but merely stating that the time
thrown away in consequence of his meeting
with Ida Mara, and the loss of his horse’s shoe,
was not altogether less than five hours. At the
end of that period, however, he once more found
himself riding rapidly on towards London, and,
as is usual in such cases, cursing the folly which
induced him to forget great and important ob-
jects in pursuit of petty gratifications.

By six o’clock his horse was quite knocked
up; and leaving it at an inn to be sent after him,
he procured another, with which, at the end of
about four hours more, he aggroached the me-
tropolis. His thoughts had been in a wild and
hurried state, and he had more than once asked
himself, “ With whom shall I take counsel? If
Clarke be come back from Brussels,” he contin-
ued, in the same train of thought, * he would be
the man, but of that I am not sure ; Cobham is
sach a fool I cannot trust to him, and Raleigh’s
coldness in the business has shaken his con-
stancy. It must be with Markham; he is bold
and decided, though a slippery knave, I fear.
‘We can go on to Cobham House afterward.
Ho, boy!” he continued, speaking to the post-
boy who rode with him to take back the horse,
““which is the shortest cut to the village of
Chelsea?”

“Down to the right, sir,” replied the man;
;‘ gu’:, first turning, and then the second to the

eft.

George Brooke accordingly rode on, and in a
few minutes caught a glimpse of the Thames,
shining in the rising moon.

“ Ay, now I know my way,” he said, and rode
straight on to the gates of an old brick house,

.
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with a garden and orchard, looking towards the
riv;edr on one side, and on the other towards the
road.

Ringing the great bell at the door with his
usual impetaous haste, George Brooke speedily
brought a porter to answer his summons, and
asked eagerly if Sir Griffin Markhamn were
within,

 He is scmewhat sick,” replied the man, “and
cannot see any one.”

“ Nay, were he sick to the death, I must see
him,” cried George Brooke; ¢ methinks, how-
ever, Master Porter, that there is somewhat loud
talking in the place for a sick man’s house. Go
tell Sir Griffin that Master George Brooke wish-
es to see him, and must, too, immediately.”

“Oh, sir, if you be Master Brooke, you may
come in,” said the man; and the young gentle-
man sprang to the ground, giving the horse to
the postboy, and bidding him wait. Then fol-
lowing the porter across an old stone hall, he
was admitted to a room on the other side, which
he found occupied by some twelve or fourteen
persons bearing the appearance of gentlemen.
A large table was in the midst, round which
some were sitting and some were standing, while
one or two were looking out of the windows
upon the silver Thames, as it glided along in the
moonlight calm and tranquil, the image of a
bright and a peaceful life, offering a strange con-
trast to all the scenes of contention and turbu-
lence that daily take place on its banks. Seated
close together, so that they could whisper to eack
other from time to time, were two Romish priests,
named Watson and Clarke; and at the head of
the table, not far from them, with his cheek rest-
ing on his hand, was the mastar of the house,
whom the reader, if he could have seen him,
would instantly have recognised as no other than
the Baron de Mardyke. The moment the name
of George Brooke was announced by the porter,
Father Clarke started up, and advancing towards
him, took his hand, whispering rapidly at the
same time, *“ Not a word of our plans till you
hear what is going on.”

“Let it go off, then, as quickly as possible,”
answered George Brooke, in the same tone, “for
I have intelligence of deep importance, affecting
our lives,”

Thus saying, he advanced into the room, sha-
king hands with one or two persons. whom he
knew, and being welcomed by Sir Griffin Mark-
ham with great cordiality.

“We are here, my dear Brooke,” said Sir
Griffin, aloud, after a significant nod from the
priest, ‘“to discuss a petition to be presented fo
the king for toleration in our own religion, and
equal privileges with our fellow-subjects. We
have just determined to set forth our claims in
the stxngest possible language, to represent the
injustfte that we have suffered, and to point out
that at least two millions of Englishmen are de-
prived of religious liberty, and straitened in their
conscience. Now I know that although your
family have unhappily given in to what we con-
sider heresy, yet fyou are ready and willing to
join in obtaining for us that toleration which you
would fight for in your own case, were it needful ;
and we shall be glad of the signature of any
Protestant gentlemen who regard liberty of con-
science as the right of all men.”

George Brooke was too shrewd not to smile at
the assurance with which zealous Roman Catho-
lics, notwithstanding their utter intolerancc of
every religion but their own, can assert the great
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principle of that liberty of conscience which they
deny to others, when they themselves may ben-
efit by it; but as he was very indifferent to reli-

ion of any kind, he was quite ready to support

e views of Sir Griffin Markham, as he would
have supported those of a Puritan, for any object
he had in view.

“I perfectly agree with you, my good friend,”
he replied, “as to religicus toleration, and am
?uite ready to sign the paper, though, remember,

am not quite so heretically disposed as you
imagine, and am quite ready to receive instruc-
tion in the Catholic faith on the first convenient
opportunity.”

An exclamation of satisfaction broke from
several of the gentlemen around; and. George
Brooke, eager to have the business over as soon
as possible, took a pen and diPped it in the ink,
sagng, “ Wrhere shall I sign 7"

ut one or two of the more bigoted of the party
exclaimed, “ Stay, stay, there are some changes
to be made ;” and then a discussion commenced
regarding several paragraphs in the petition,
some wishing them stronger and more violent,
-others more moderate and mild.

George Brooke sat upon thorns; minute after
minute passed by in vain and often frivolous dis-
«quisitions, while he knew that the avenging
sword was suspended over his head but by a
hair. The two priests endeavoured to cut short
the dispute, but without success. 'What was too
strong for one y was too weak for the other;
and at length Lord Cobham’s brother whispere&
tothe master of the house, “ On my life, Mark-
ham, if you do,not put a stop to this, I must ride
<on to-town. The petition is all nonsense, and
-can nxer be presemed} and I have life and
death dhder my doablet.”

“I know it can never be presented,” said the
shrewd knight, in the same low tone; “but it has
been agreed to get the petition drawn up and
signed by everybody that we can throughout the
realm, as a sort of muster-roll, that we may
know those whom we can call upon in case of
need. That is why it is necessary to make it as
violent as possible: but what do gou mean by
having life and death under your doublet 2’

“] mean,” replied George Brooke, still in a
whisper, “that your head and mine, and some

-dozen others, may depend upon my speaking to
you, without all {our popish rabble, ere five
-mint . r. Ido not mind the two priests,
b men of sense, and had better hear what

# 18say; but our safety depends upon your
’ rid o these long-tongued gentry as fast

as le.

mam mused for aminute or two, and then
rose, sayig, “ Gentlemen, as there seems a good
A deal of difference of opinion to-night, and as
Father Watson here has heard all your views, I
should propose that he make a fresh draugie of
the petition, and have it ready against to-morrow
night at nine. I dare say he can imbody all
your ideas; and, for my part, whatsoever so rev-
erend and devout a priest thinks. fit for the occa-
sion, I am ready to sign.”

“So am 1,” cried one, “and so are we all, I
dare say; but—" and, as usual on such occa-
sions, there were half a dozen *buts” to be spo-
ken and commented upon before it was finally set-
tled that Sir Griffin Markham’s proposal should
be agreed to, and the company had left the house.

At length, hawever, the room was cleared, the
door closed, and with looks in which the full
anxiety of their hearts was for the first time fully
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displayed, the knight and the two priesis sur-
rounded George Brooke, and eagerly inquired
what was the intelligence he had to communi-
cate. In reply,he informed them that his broth- -
er, Lord Cobham, had ventured to write to the
Lady Arabella Stuart, giving her intimation of
the plans formed for raising her to the throne,
and requiring her consent to the conditions pro-
posed by Count Aremberg. He told them, also,
that, as soon as he had heard of this rash step,
he had set off post haste to see the lady himself,
and to ascertain her feelings, in order to act im-
mediately as the circumstances might require.
He then gave an account of the receﬁtion he had
met with, and ended by saying, “ Now, gentle-
men, you know the whole affair; what is your
judgment regarding it ?”’

“That we are ruined,” replied Clarke.

¢ That she will communicate the whole to the
king,” said Sir Griffin Markham ; * she did so be-
fore, regarding some overtures I made to her while
James was on his way from Scotland. Lucki-
ly, she neither knew me nor Watson, who was
with me; and I took the name of the Baron de
Mardyke, which Eut them upon the wrong scent,
for arcfyke, who was over just at the time,
quitted England for Nieuport the day after I saw
her. Slingsby and Winter, who were sent to
watch her messenger, were caught; but Slings-
by was hanged for endeavouring to filch the let-
ter, and died silent, knowing that it would do
him no good, but rather harm, to confess his ob-
ject. Winter,as you all know, was thrown into
prison as a Catholic priest, but no other charge
was made against him. I fear thisis a worse af-
fair.”

“Well, now, having heard your opinions,”
said George Brooke, “I will tell you mine. It
is, that this sweet lady sent Cobham’s letter to
the king as soon as ever she received it; some
of James's people were with her cven when I
was there, doubtless sent over to inquire farther.
'We shall hear more of it ere long; and the only
question is, Have we any chance of success by

oing forward, striking a bold stroke at once,
gurrying down with what men we can raise, this
very night, to Wilton, seizing James’s person,
Cecil’s, Pembroke’s, the Howards, and convey-
ing them all prisoners to the Tower? If you
judge so, I am ready to draw the sword and throw
away the scabbard. I am even willing to put
all the Scotch vermin to death, if need should
be. It is timidity alone that ruins great enter-
prises. If not, the sooner we begin our travels
the better, for we shall be much improved by a
Continental tour.”

«] am for flight” cried Watson; “if the
matter have gone as far as you think, depend
upon it all precautions are already taken at the
court.”

* o say I!” exclaimed Clarke; “the case is
hoPeless.'

¢1 do not know,” said Sir Griffin Markham,
thoughtfully, and laying his finger on his fore-
head. He paused for a moment or two in con-
sideration. Ere his reflections came to an end,
however, there was a gentle ring at the great bell,
and all the conspirators started and looked to-
wards the door. The next instant there was a
sound of scuffling, and voices speaking in the
bhall. George Brooke threw up the window, and
jumped out into the garden upon the banks of
the Thames; but he had not taken two steps
when his collar was seized on either side, and
he was thrown down upon the turf,
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“In the king’s name !” said aloud voice; and,
without making the slightest resistance, he was
led back into the house.

He there found the two priests and Sir Griffin
Markham in the hands of the officers, with terror
and dismay in the countenances of all. Brooke,
however, had by this time recovered from his
first consternation and surprise, and, turning to
one of the men who held him, he said, “ May I
request, sir, if not inconvenient to you, that you
would take your hand from my collar? It is,
as you will remark, a Spanish cut, delicately
laced, ingenious collar—most likely to suffer
from rough fingers. I would not for the world
&u you to any inconvenience, but still it would

more convenient to me to have my throat at
my own command.”

““ May it long be so, sir,” said the man, bluflly,
taking off his hand: “I have some doubts of its
being so, though.”

“] am sorry to hear that,” replied George
Brooke; “it is a part of my property which,
‘being the great channel of communication be-
tween the custom-house and the receiver-general,
‘I shall be sorry to see stopped or cut off.”

“Ha, ha, ha!” exclaimed the sergeant, who
had some turn for the dry and far-fetched jests
of theday; “I suppose you mean your stomach
and your mouth—God send that they may not
have a long separation. However, I must do
my duty, and carry you to London. We must
:is’ your hands, gentlemen—there’s no help for

t.

“Nay,” said George Brooke, “what there’s
10 help for must be submitted to. Did you ever
see %pig killed on a scouring table 7’ )

“No, sir,” answered the man.

“J am sorry for it,” said George Brooke; “it
jis an instructive sight. ‘T'his fat gentleman sub-
mits with all patience, because, as you say, there
is no help for it; but he has his squeak not-
withstanding. Nevertheless, you will let us have
a cup of wine before we go. On my faith I am
both hungry and, thirsty; and if you look at the
countenances of those three fair genilemen op-
posite, you will see that they are somewhat in-
commoded at the stomach.”

“Come, come, I can't stay,” replied the officer;
“you may have some wine when you get to the

ower.” :

“Oh, the Tower!” said George Brooke; “we
are to be taken there first, are we 7"

“No, sir—first to Cobham House,” answered
their captor.

““Cobham House ?” exclaimed George Brooke,
with an affectation of surprise. “What, is poor
Cobham in the scrapetoo? I have sins enough
to answer for, so that my only pugzle is which I
am arrested for. But Cobham, poor fellow, is
as innocent as a sucking dove.”

“I have a warrant against him for high treason,
however,” replied the officer, *and I thought to
find him here. But we have been deceived, it
seems.”

“ Heaven send you the like good fortune for
the fature!” replied Brooke; “but if [ mustride,
the sooner the better, and if you could spare me
the gay bracelets you talk of, I would give yoa
my word of honour neither to make use of my
own two legs, nor the horse’s four in anything
less seemly than a slow and quiet procession to
the Tower.”

¢ No, no, Master Lightheart, I can’t trust you,”
replied the officer; “come, go to business, my
masters;” and in about five minutes more,
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Brooke and his companions were mounted, and.
on their way to London, guarded by a strong
party of officers and soldiers.

The streets of the great city were dull and
desolate, for the plague was raging sadly in the
English capital, and not a soul ventured beyond
the threshold of his own door, unless driven to
do so by urgent business. Passing along one of
the once-thronged thoroughfares, they at length
reached Cobham House, and, pausing at a little
distance from the door, the officer in command
dismounted with two or three of his men, and
approaching with a quiet step, rang the bell. - A
burly porter instantly appeared, and two other
servants were seen slumbering on either 'side
of the emrpty fireplace. Everything betokened
feelings of security ; but when the porter saw, by
the dresses of those without, the nature of their
calling and object, he-would fain have banged
the door to in the chief officer’s face.

Experience, however, had taught the latter to-
provide against all such contingencies; and the
moment that the large mass of wood rolled back,
he had put his foot against it, so as to frustrate
the porter’s efforts at once.

“ Here, Harrington,” he said, “keep these
good fellows under arrest, while I and the others.
go up to speak to my Lord Cobham.”

His orders were obeyed immediately; and
several of his followers entered and took pos-
session of the hall, forbidding any one to stir on
pain of death. The chief officer and three others.
1n the mean time advanced straight up stairs
to the small room where we have seen a con-
ference held between Lord Cobham and Count
Aremberg. The chamber was vacant, however;
and walking on to a door that was ajar on the
opposite side, the officers passed through an
anteroom to another door, which they opened
unceremoniously. There they found the noble-
man they sought, sitting quietly reading in a
dressing-gown. )

“Good-evening, my lord,” said the chief offi-
cer; “I am afraid you must come with us. I
have a warrant to convey you to the Tower.”

Cobham started up with a face as pale as
death. “This is Raleigh’s doing!” he cried :
‘“the villain—the traitor—this is all Raleigh’s
doing ! Ithought he would betray me: out upon
the false-hearted knave!”

“Well, my lord,” replied the man, “you and
he must settle that together. He’s by this time
safe enough; and now you had better put on
your coat, for we have no time to spare.”

Cobham obeyed slowly, pausing every minute
to pour forth mvectives upon Raleigh, and to
give way to all the wild and incoherent exclama-
tions that rage and despair could suggest. At
the end of about a quarter of an hour, however,
he was conveyed into the street, and, being taken
down to the bank of the river, was placed in a
boat with the other prisoners, and borne rapidly
onward to the dark and fatal Tower of London.
Cobham would fain have spoken with his brother,
and George Brooke tried more than once to give
the peer a hint for his guidance; but silence was
imposed upon them by the guard, and they were
rlaced as far from each other as possible, till al

ength the barge was rowed slowly towards the
landing-place.
—_——
CHAPTER XI.

“T musT see the king, Master Graves,” said
‘William Seymour on the afternoon of the day,
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wome of the events of which we have just record-
«d, “ and that immediately, if it be possible.”

“You cannot have speech of him now, sir,”
eplied the usher. * His majesty is deep in con-
wltation with Lord Essendon.”

“Lord Essendon!” exclaimed William Sey-

nour; “who may that be? Oh, Sir Robert
: Jecil, 1 suppose; but, nevertheless, Master
Graves, I must beg you to inform his majesty
that I am here, and have something important
to communicate to him.”

After considerable hesitation, the usher quitted
the antechamber and entered the king’s closet.
The door was.partly left open behind him, and
Seymour heard the monarch’s voice engaged in
instructing Cecil in the art and mystery of re-
moving the dew-claws of deer-hounds. Never-
theless, he appeared not a little disturbed by the
interruption of this important disquisition; said,
first, that the gentleman must wait; asked what
need he had to be in such a hurry; and, at length,
being informed that his basiness was of impor-
tance, he bade the usher show him in, adding,
with a bom’bl{ blasphemous oath, “ Let him
come in, then, let him come in; but if I find he
interrupts my council without cause, I will have
his ears slit.”

The blood came up into Seymour’s face as he
heard those words, and he walked slowly and
with a stern brow into the king‘s resence, as
soon as the usher threw back the door to give
him admission.

“Well, now, man, well,” cried James, shuf-
fling himself impatiently to the other side of his
<hair, *what's the matter now, that you must
disturb us when in deep consultation on matters
of importance ? What, is this all 7’ he continued,
taking up a letter which Seymour placed before
him. “The lassie’s epistie might well have
‘waited for @ more convenient season. We will
eriticise it at our leisure. Her style is not amiss,
and deserves correction. You may go, sir; but
{on must learn not to intrude with trifles upon a

ingrwho has more serious matters to think of.”

“The lady informed me, sire,” replied Sey-
mour, ‘“that the letter was of the utmost conse-
quence. She made me promise to deliver it into
your majesty’s own hand, and not to lose a mo-
ment till I did so.” .

“That’s the way with all these women,” said
James, throwing down the letter upon the table;
“they think that the merest trifie about them—
a pair of gloves, or a pot of perfume—is as much
as the safety of a kingdom, or a fundamental
point of doctrine.”

“The Lady Arabella said, sire,” answered
Seymour, taking a step towards the door, *that
the letter concerned your majesty’s safety and
the welfare of the state.”

“Ha! what? What’s that ye say, sir?” ex-
claimed the king, snatching up the letter again
with a nervous twitching of the face. “OQur
immediate safety? Stay, man, stay;’ and he

ed the letter in haste.

¢ Odds life!” he cried, when he had read it,
and before he had opened the enclosure, ¢ she’s
a good lassie, and has a tender regard for our
sacred person, with all due humility on her part.
Read what she says, my lord, while we peruse
the enclosed.”

Cecil took the letter from the king’s hard, and
examined the contents attentively, but, with his
usual cool and impenetrable look, showing not
the slightest emotion of any kind. 1n the mean
while, the king read through from beginning to
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end the letter from Liord Cobham, which Arabella
had enclosed, without making any remark till
he came to the conclusion, when he said, “Just
50, just so; this is full confirmation.”

* Perhaps, sire, Mr. Seymour had better retife
for a little,” observed Cecil.

“No need, man, no need,” replied James;
‘“ he’s a discreet young man, and will not divul,
the =:in ;s counsel. What think ye of this affair,
my lord ¥’

“ The lady seems to treat it very lightly, sire,”-
replied his councillor; “she evidently looks
upon the whole matter as a scurvy jest.”

“ Ay does she, and rightly,” said the king, “ as
far as she is personally concerned; but ye see,
when she comes to speak of our safety, she takes
up a very different tone, saying, ‘ Whatever af-
fects your majesty, however, immediately grows
into a matter of such importance, that although
I cannot help regarding what tbis lord has writ-
ten to me as even more foolish than wicked, and,
in fact, only to be laughed at, yet I will venture
to send the letter to your majesty.” She might
have spared that word,” observed the king, look-
ing up to William Seymour. *You must tell
her, sir, always to attend to the euphony of her
sentences; and there 1s nothing that destroys it
so much as tautology, producing a cacophony
very unpleasant to the ear;” and turning to the
letter again, he read on, “‘ trusting that you will
rather forgive an over zeal, thou g it be trouble-
some, than a neglect of duty.’ at’s not amiss,
my lord; we have nothing to reprove in that
phrase. Now, sir, what think ye ought to be
done ?” and he looked slyly in Cecil’s face with
an expression which the minister did not com-
prehend.

‘I should suggest, your majesty,” replied Ce-
cil, “under the correction of your wisdom, that
a warrant should be immediately issued for the
apprehension of this Lord Cobham. Though it
is usual to call the council together upon such
an occasion, yet your majesty’s undoubted pre-
rogative and the necessity of baste well overstep
such ceremonies.” .

“True, my lord, true,” said James; “for if a
rat-catcher lets all his dogs run on before him,
he’ll not gripe many of the long-tailed gentry
that frequent the holes and corners of old houses.”

¢ Assuredly, sire,” rePlied Cecil, gravely,

“Do ye not think it’s better,” continued the
king, “for him to go quietly and secrety to
work, peering into this hole and that, and catch-
ing a beast here and a beast there, and baiting
his traps artificially with a piece of cheese or a
piece of bacon, as the case may be, without even
whispering in the cat’s ear to take care where
she puts her paws ?”

“Beyond all doubt, sire,” answered Cecil,
“that is the most expedient course.”

‘“Well, man, well,” cried James, bursting into
a fit of laughter, “I am the rat-catcher, and by
this time I trust I have'gotten all the brutes safe
in the trap.”

Practised as Cecil was in the ways of a court,
powerful as was his command over his own
countenance, he could not refrain from an ex-
pression of some surprise, not unmingled with
curiosity, as to the monarch’s meaning. As the
intention of James, however, was evidently to
astonish him, the courtier may have perhaps
displayed even more than he felt, when he ex-
claimed aloud, “ Your majesty fills me with
wonder: I cannot tell what you mean.”

“We will tell thee, we will tell thee,” cried
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"James; “we will expound the matter, my good
Lord Secretary. Here is a list of certain gen-
tlemen,” and he produced a paper, not the most
-cleanly in its appearance, which he proceeded
. to read, saying, “ The Lord Cobham, the Lord
Grey de Wilton, Sir Walter Raleigh, knight,
Sir Griffin Markham, Sir Edward Parham—
both knights—Master George Brooke, Master
-Copely, Fathers Watson and Clarke. There’s
a ly list, containing some of the most ill-
-ordered men in the kingdom. Two popish
priests, a Puritan, an Atheist, three or foar free-
‘thinkers and libertines, and all traitors. Now,
if God have any mercy left for this poor realm
of ours, all these rats, man, are by this time in
‘the Tower, by virtue of a warrant under our
hand des;)atc ed yesterday evefing at four of
“the clock.”

“I can scarcely believe my ears, sire,” ex-
claimed Cecil. “ How might your majesty’s
“wisdom discover this affair?”

*“Ay, that's a secret, man, that's a secret,”
cried the king, * and, by—" and he used one of
*his usnal blasphemous oaths of a very terrible
.and disgusting sort, “I will never tell how I
-discovered it. But it is just so, Cecil; and had
this girl not thought fit to let us know the trea-
-sonable practices of these men towards her, she
might have brought suspicion on herself. You
see, my lord, that this letter of the Lord Cobham
38 dated the evening before the last, at five post
meridian. Now she could not well get it till this
‘morning.”

“I found her in great tribulation, sire,” said
‘William Seymour, “ and she said she was glad
10 find a messenger she could trust. Master
George Brooke, too, whom your majesty has
just named, called while I was there, but the
‘Lady Arabella refused to see him, and sent him
-away with a short answer.”

“Ha!” exclaimed the king; “ she should not
have done that; she should have admitted him
10 her presence, given him soft words, and lured
him gently to display all his evil intentions and
secret machinations.”

“ Perhaps, sire,” said William Seymour, with
more respect in his tone than he really felt in
his heart, “she might think that therein she
might have trenched upon {our majesty’s pecu-
‘liar province; for nobody, I should think, is so
competent to carry on such a keen and subtle
-investigation as yourself.”

Cécil gave a sharp glance at him, to see if he

felt the keen satire olg his own speech, or if, on
the contrary, he had uttered it in simplicity.
“William Seymour’s face, however, was perfect-
ly calm and grave; and the king, according to
hhis custom, took nothing but the complimentary
part to himself.
- ‘“True, sir, true,” he cried; “a very discreet
-observation, and doubtless the young lady jadged
rightly in leaving the matter in our hands. We
are, it must be confessed, not insignificantly as-
tute in discovering the designs of conspirators.
‘We have had, to our sorrow, much experience
4n such matters, our food orle of Scotlond be-
ing a somewhat unruly and self-willed race, with
very little reverence for anything, especially for
¥ings, though they should know that a monarch,
‘being anointed of the Lord, is, in fact, God’s
vicegerent on earth, to whom all men owe obe-
dience and honour.”

Seymour merely bowed his head; but Cecil
-enlarged upon the theme, and expressed without
any reservation his wish that people would a

little more consider whence the authority of kings -
was derived.

“Wait a little, wait a little,” cried James;
“ we will indoctrinate them; and if there be any
sense left in the world, will show them from
Scripture on what the prerogative of a monarch
is founded: and so, Cecil, I can see you would
fain know whence came our information rd-
ing this plot. Ye’ll never divine, man. It's a
secret for our own keeping. Baut this much I'll
tell ye, that it came from neither an English-
man nor a Scot, a Frenchman nor an Italian, a
Spaniard nor a Hollander. Now go to and con
your riddle.”

“ It is beyond my capacity, sire,” replied Ce-
cil, “ and it only remains for me to inquire what
your majesty would have farther done.”

“They must all be tried, man, they must all
be tried,” said King James; * but the plague be-
ing still in London, we will have them brought
to Winchester—though it may be as well to have
the man called Markbam and the two priests
fetched hither, for we would fain ask our fair
cousin Arabella whether they are the men she
saw in Cambridgeshire.” '

“May not that be better done at the trial,
sire 7’ asked Cecil, who would fain have pre-
vented the king, if possible, from stepping out
of the usual course of proceeding.

“ No, no, man,” cried James, *“ we will have
it so. A little preliminary investigation by our-
selves will save the lawyers a great deal of
trouble; and gou, sir,” he continued, address-
ing William Seymour, * as you have behaved
yourself very discreetly in this affair, you shall
go over on the Wednesday morning—was it not
Wednesday we said 7—with another gentleman,
to escort the Lady Arabella to our court. What,
siwou do not look pleased!”

illiam Seymour, who, to say truth, was
only displeased at having any one else joined
with him in the commission, immediately re-
plied, “I am here only to obey your majesty’s
cogxmand, and am always well pleased to do
so.” -

“That is right, sir, that is right,” said the
king; * always act as wisely as you have done
in this, and you shall have advancement; you
masy now retire.” o

eymour gladly obeyed the monarch’s com-~
mands; for, though he was of a loyal race and
disposition, it was very difficult to keep up a
remembrance of what is always due to a mon~
arch for his very office’ sake, in the presence of
one whose character as well as his demeanoar,
whose acts as well as his person, had so little
in them to secure respect. He had pleasant an-
ticipations before him, however; and the rest
of the evening was ¥assed in thinking of the
sweet task appointed for the following Wednes-
day, or in building airy stractures, with the aid
of those master architects, Hope and Imagina-
tion.

Alas! how often does it happen that the events
to which we look forward with the brightest ex-
pectations, which seem to our eyes full of com-
ing joy, are fraught with sorrow and disaster!
We must not exactl say that the day to which
Seymour stretched the longing eyes of love
hope proved the most unfortnnate in his life, for
such was not the case. There waz a far darker
and more fatal one beyond; but still the events
it brought forth were among the most unpleasant
which bad yet befallen him in life.

The morning of that Wednesday dawned



. 40
brightly ; the sky was clear and serene; there
-was sufficient ai’;- to refresh the traveller as he

rode along; and William Seymour, followed
by his own servants, and accom anled by Sir
-Lewis Lewkenor, who held the office of master
of the ceremonies at the king’s court, proceeded
at a quick pace to the temporary residence of
the Lady Arabella Stuart.

They found her dressed and waiting for them,
her servants all prepared, and her own horse
saddled and at the door. She could not refrain
from greeting Seymour with more warmth than
a mere stranger; and, to say the trath, her coun-
tenance fell a litle at the sight of his compan-
ion; for she had hoped that they miﬁht enjoy,
during their two hours’ ride, some of that pri-
vate conversation which they had now but too
few opportunities of obtaining. Sir Lewis, per-
haps, remarked this difference of manner to-
wards himself and Seymour, with whom he had
been giving himself some airs of importance as
they came aloni, to which the young gentleman,
occupied with his own thoughts, had paid but
little attention. The knight, at all events, chose
the moment of their departure for the display of
his official consequence; and when Arabella,
after takini leave of her aunt, approached the
side of her horse in order to mqunt, he advanced
as of right to assist her. But Seymour took one
step forward between him and the lady, and,
with a light and easy hand, lifted her at once to
the saddle.

“8ir, I do not understand what you mean by
this!” exclaimed Sir Lewis; “you take too
much upon yourself, and forget that it is my
Tight to place the lady on her horse, as one of
the chief officers of his majesty’s household.”

Seymour turned towards him with a look of
surprise not unmingled with anger and scorn.

“It is you who forget yourself, Sir Lewis
Lewkenor,” he replied: “pray remember to
whom you speak, and do not forget that you are
but a petty gentleman, somewhat honoured by
the king, ut not fitted to put yourself upon a
par with the old nobility of this realm.”

“Sir,” exclaimed the knight, in a fierce tone,
which ke strove in vain to moderate, “ it is on
the Tights of my office that I stand; and I tell

u that you have done what you ought not to

ave done, even had you been a much more im-
portant n than you are or ever will be.”

“ The question of the rights of your office
8ir,” answered Seymour, “will easily be settled
by a reference to his ma]est% In regard to my
own station, I should think T lowered it even b;

ing it into comparison with Sir Lewis
Lewkenor. But, to end this dispute, as you
must see it is painful to the lady, let me say that
to me first the king assigned the task of escort-
ing her to Wilton; and I should be neglecting
my duty to myself and her, and forgetting that
the same blood runs in my veins and those of
his majesty, as well as showing myself wanting
in respect 10 him who gave me the commission,
if I yielded precedence to any simple knight. If

u think I do wrong, you can report the case to

is majesty.”

‘While he had been speaking, he had put his
foot in the stirrup; and now, springing into the
saddle, he placed himself on Arabella’s right.
The lady paused a moment for Sir Lewis to
mount, and the whole party then issued forth
from the gates. For about two miles they con-
tinued in the same order, Seymour speedily for-
getling the little dispute that had occnrredt
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talking at first gravely, but after a time meore
gayly with Arabella; while Sir Lewis Lewke-
nor, on her left, maintained a sombre and ai
silence, working himself up into fury at the indig-
nity which he supposed was put upon him.

At length, however, he suddenly brought
round his horse, pushed it violently between t|
of Seymour and the lady’s jennet, and exclaim-
ed, {/Iy post is on the right, sir, and I will not
give it up to any man—though he be the grand-
son of a saucy earl, who once wellnigh lost his
head for his presumption.” .

Seymour’s efyes flashed fire; and he had seiz-
ed the bridle of the knight’s horse, when Arabel-
la interposed. I beseech, 1 entreat!” she cried;
“ oh, DII:S Seymour, do not show yourself so in-
temperate as this person, who certainly strange-
ly forgets himself] to do such things in my pres-
ence.”

William Seymour was calm in a moment.
The angry light passed away from his eyes; he
let go the bridle of Sir Lewis Lewkenor’s horse,
andg turning his own rein, rode round upon Ara-
bella’s left hand. A painful pause of a few
minutes then succeeded ;. but, after a slight effort,
the lover mastered the feelings of indignation in
his heart, and resumed his conversation with her
he loved, gradually returning to the easy and
unconstrained tone in which he had before been
speaking, so that the lady fancied he would easily
forget all the offence which had been given.
‘Women’s hearts are generally forgiving, except
on one or two points; and they are ever inclined
to believe that those of men are equally placable
with their own. It is, perhaps, a happy error,
and yet it is a great one. William Seymour felt
himself insulted ; and he was not oneto pass over
an insult, though be might forget an injury.

The ride onward, on his part, passed in perfect
tranquillity ; ‘while, on the side of Sir Lewis-
Lewkenor, naught was displayed but that silent
and dogged sullenness, which rarely fails to mark
the conduct of one who feels that he has been
both wrong and disagreeable.

They at length reached the splendid mansion
of Wilton, to which their steps were directed, and
Seymour, springing from his horse, lifted Ara-
bella from the saddle. Their angry companion
did not interfere, but bowed low as she turned to
depart; while Seymour kissed her hand, with the
admitted gallantry of the time, and followed her
to the door, as ifrze were going to enter with ber.
The moment he saw her within the hall, and led
forward by the rozal servants, however, he turn--
ed hastily upon his steps, and approached 8ir
Lewis Lewkenor, who was talking to one of the-

ooms.

« ] must have the honour of speaking to yow
for a moment, sir,” he said, with a low inclina-
tion of the head.

The knight looked somewhat surprised, but
followed him to a little distance, and then paus-
ed, demandingwin a much more placable tone,.
“ What is it, Mr. Seymour ?”

“ Simply, sir,” replied the young gentleman,
“that you must be aware such conduct as youw
have displayed towards me this day must be ac-
counted for.” .

“1 protest, sir,” replied the knight, “that I
have stood but upon the prerogative of my of-
fice; and of that Els majesty must decide.”

“Certainly,” replied Seymour; “but you have
also used words with which the king can have
no concern. You termed me the grandson of a

and | saucy earl, who had once nearly lost his hoad
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for his presumption. The man who used such
terms was a liar; and the man who ventures to
be insolent under the protection of a lady’s pres-
ence, but shrinks from the weight of what he has
said when she is gone, is a coward. I trust, sir,
you are not of the latter class, and I maintain
you to be of the former. It will therefore be-
come you to follow me, if you have no urgent
business that may detain you.”

Sir Lewis Lewkenor was by no means a tim-
id man; and though, perhaps, he would have
given not a little to have been able with propri-
ety to retract his words, yet the false laws of
honour would not permit him to do so; and he
consequently replied, “I am with you, sir; but

rhaps you are unaware that any one who

ws a sword within the ﬁ;eci!lctS of the royal
residence subjects himself to severe punish-
ment.”

“I am fully aware of the fact,” replied Will-
iam Seymour, “and [ neither intend to expose

nor myself to such consequences; but a
short walk dfter our long ride will do usno harm;
and if you do not object, we will retread our steps
towmf; a solitary oak, which you may remem-
ber we passed but now. It is beyond the limits,
I think; and though I must certainly a]])o]ogize
for the trouble I give you in making so long an
excursion, I trust you will forgive me, seeing
that I have no choice.”

“ Well, sir, well! I will not disapggint you,”
said the kniEhL “It is_certainly beyond the
precincts of the court, and I am with you when

you Iplease.
“1 will accompan[y g:)u this moment,” replied
Seymour; * we shall be missed if we stay long:
my sword, I think, is somewhat shorter than
yours, so that there is no advantage on my side.”

“Nor any on mine,” answered the knight.
¢ Shall we go on foot or on horseback 7’

“On foot, by all means,” replied Seymour;
* our beasts are too much exhausted to do goo&
service. Will you walk? I am ready.”

“Your most humble servant,” answered Sir
Lewis; and with these courteous words, they set
out side by side, forbidding the servants to fol-
low, and taking their way towards the oak-tree
Seymour had mentioned, with every appearance
of amity and good-will upon their countenances.

+
CHAPTER XIL

In the great drawing-room of Lord Pembroke’s
house at Wilton sat the King and Queen of
Enlgland, offering a strange contrast to each other
both in person and manners—she in the beauty,

grace, and suavity for which she was famous,
and which won the hearts of her husband’s peo-
ple, and he in the ungainly ugliness, awkward-
ness, and pride which regal state only served to
render more prominent and remarkable.” They
were surrounded by a brilliant court, though not
a ver‘y;ample one; for the fears entertained of
the Mue, which was then raging in England,
ind the ‘monarch to -keep at a distance a
Ereat namber of the princigal nobles of the land.

ut the taste of the queen for splendour, and the
{ove of the king for fine clothing, not on his own
person, but on his faourites, ensured that the
maost costly stuffs and the richest hues should be
displayed around him, as if for a contrast to his
own slovenly and ill-fashioned garments.

With allp er popular qualities, Anne of Den-
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mark had, as is well known, not only a strong,
but a somewhat passionate spirit ; and there was
a heightened spot in her fair cheek which show-
ed to those who knew her that something had
gone wrong between her husband and herself.
Nothing had, indeed, occurred in public to indi~
cate what was,the occasion of quarrel, for the
court was merely assembled to receive the ad-
dress of some neighbouring town, the king hav-
ing been induced to admit the deputation, not
without much persuasion and argument.

His demeanour to the worthy mayor and al-
dermen had been cold and repulsive, while that
of Anne had been full of gracious condescension
and kindness. 'The king had made a harangue
after his style, in which he set forth the rights of
kings, and dwelt much more upon his own an-
thority and dignity than upon the loyalty of his

ople generally, or that of the corporation be-

ore him in particular; and the deputation re-
tired delighted with the manners and appearance-
of the queen, but somewhat sick and disgusted
with his majesty, and utterly at a loss to know
what he meant i)y the long disquisition into-
which he had entered.

The moment they were gone, James began to-
fidget in his seat, looked twice round to the face
of Arabella Stuart, who stood on the left hand
of the queen’s chair, and then gave a nod to one
of the gentlemen of the bedchamber, saying, in a
low voice, “ Now bring them in, bring them in.”

“] wonder what nonsense is to be enacted
now %" said Aunne of Denmark, addressing Ara-
bella in a whisper, and in the Italian tongue,
which, notwithstanding her Northern extraction,.
she spoke much more fluently than English.
“The king has some surprise in store. He is
too fond of this stage effect.”

“T really do not know,” replied Arabel
whose cheek was pale, and her voice faint.
zgpe and trust he 1s not going to enter upon the

air of that unfortunate quarrel, which 1 men-
tioned to your majesty. I fear it may be so, for
he insisted upon my being present to-day, though
I felt unwell, and little equal to the task, Nei-
ther do I see Sir Lewis Lewkenor nor Mr. Sey-
mour present.”

“ We shall soon know,” answered the queen;
“but don’t be alarmed, poor child; 1 will quiet
the matter. But who are these they are bring-
ingin? No, this is some other affair.”

As she spoke, two officers, with several hal-
berdiers, entered the room, escorting three men,
evidently prisoners; for, though their limbs were
at liberty, they wore neither sword nor da&lger,
as was customary for all gentlemen in those
days, while before and after each walked an
armed soldier of the guard.

“There, there,” cried the king, “bring them.
not too near—that will do; let them stand there.
Show your faces, sirs, so that this lady may see
them. Now, Lady Arabella, look at these men
well, and tell me if any of them were_ among
those who accompanied the Baron de Mardyke
—whom you once told me of, and who has since
fled from England—when he began broaching’
to you treason, at a time when we had scarce
crossed the border to take possession of the
throne, which descended to us by hereditary
right.  Why, what ails the lassie? She'’s as
white as a Holland sheet, and shaking like a
man in an ague!”

“Oh, sire, I do beseech you,” exclaimed Ara-
bella, ““do not force me to become & witness
against any of these misguided men. Idid hope



and trust that, in dealing openly with your maj-
esty, as in duty bound, and in concealing no-
thing, even when it seemed to me trifling, which
.affected your majesty’s sacred rights, you would
spare me, and not force me to take any farther
gan in matters that might doom them to death.

urely your majesty’s own wisdom and judg-
ment are sufficient to condemn or exculpate them,
without my having any share in it.”

As she spoke, she held her eyes resolutely
down, while Sir Griffin Markham, who stood in
the front, fixed on her a keen and anxious glance,
knowing how much it would aggravate his
crime if it could be proved that he was the very
first to move in the treason, for which he was
now a prisoner, and that he had twice put him-
self forward to oppose the king’s title to the
crown.

““Nonsense !” cried the king; “we must first
¥now the truth, madam, before we can 'udie of
it. Look at them this minute, I say. e have
examined them ourselves this morning, and
must hear whether their story be trne. What
‘are you afraid of 7’

*“8She is afraid, to be sure,” said Anne of Den-
mark, interposing, * of being called hereafter into
.a rude court of justice, questioned by brutal law-
yers, exposed to the gaze of the rabble, and all
those things to which a lady of her rank and age
-.ought not to be subjected.”

““If that be all,” said Cecil, taking a step for-
ward, “ I know his majesty does not propose that
the Lady Arabella should be called as a witness
on the trial; and, of course, to satisfy his maj-
‘esty upon the point ir question, here in private
she can have no hesitation. The king will not
"be satisfied,” he added, in a low tone, to Anne of
Denmark, while James called one of the ushers
‘to him, and made him arrange the prisoners in
a line; “the king will not be satisfied without
an answer; and the sooner this scene is over, the
‘better.”

“Now look at the men, lady,” said James, as
soon as he saw that the culprits were disposed
according to his pedantic notions of regularity,
“and answer my question.”

“1 did not hearit rightly, sire,” answered Ara-
‘bella, still hesitating and trembfing.

“Then you should make better use of ‘your
Taggs,” cried the monarch, sharply. “I told you
to look at these three men, and say whether you
saw either of them with the Baron de Mardyke,
‘who has fled from England, what time he held
some conversation with you in Cambridgeshire
for 1find by faithful witnesses that they were all
in those parts abont that time.”

Arabella raised her eyes timidly, and gazed at
the three prisoners, while Sir Griffin Markham
turned as pale as death, and the two priests look-
ed sternly down upon the ground. ~The lady’s
3«33 first turned upon Watson, and then upon

larke, the latter of whom had indeed been at
the inn on the occasion referred to. Being one of
those, however, who had remained behind in the
kitchen while she had conversed with the knight
in the next room, and had sat with his back to-
wards her as she passed out again, the glance
she had had of his features was very slight.
She then turned towards Markham, and her
‘heart beat quick when she recognised the person
who had assumed the name of the Baron de
Mardyke, Immediately after, however, the
terms of the king’s guestion came back to her
mind, amd though her pure, high heart dreaded
“the thonght of prevarication, she did not feel her-
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self bound to do more than answer it exactly as
it stood.

‘I do not see any one, sire,” she replied, after
a moment’s consideration, “who I can be sure
was with the Baron de Mardyke on the occasion
to which your majesty refers. Two of their
faces 1 have seen somewhere before, but—"

“Come, come,” cried the king, interrupting
her, * we must have a clearer answer, Mistress
Arabel. Take them one by one. Stand for-
ward, Father Watson—though why we should
call you father I don’t know. Now, lady, is this
man one of them 3”

“ll never saw his face before,” replied Ars-

a,

“ Now, Father Clarke,” continued the king,
‘““it's your turn now;” and as the priest came
grw:u'd, James turned his eyes to Arabellas

ce.

“Somewhere I have seen this gentleman,”
she said, after gazing at him attentively, ¢ but I
do not by any means know that it was there; it
might have been anywhere else as well.”

The king looked dissatisfied, and lolled his
tongue about in his mouth,

“Now, Sir Griffin Markham,” he cried ; and
at the sound of his name Arabella started witha
feeling of relief, while the king turned to her, in-
quiring, “ Well, what do you say to him?”

Arabella gazed on him steadfastly, and thea
replied, ‘‘ In this case I am quite sure, sire, that
this gentleman, who you say is Sir Griffin Mark-
ham, was not with the Baron de Mardyke at
that time.”

The lips of the prisoner moved without giving
utterance to any sound, but he said in his heart,
“If I live, lady, I will not forget your conduct
this day, and will repay it.”

Arabella felt her heart sink ; for thongh what
she said was literally true, yet it was calculated
to mislead ; and she loved not to do so, even to
save a fellow-creature’s life.

“There, take them away, take them away,”
cried the king, disappointed, for he had-fancied
that his skill and dexterity had puzzled out a con-
nexion between the schemes formerly revealed
to him by his fair cousin, and those in which
Lord Cobham had becn lately engaged. “ Awa!
with them, away with them! and now we wi
proceed to that other business.”

] beseech you, sir,” said Anne of Denmark,
as the prisoners were removed from the room,
“to suffer me and these ladies to retire if you
have any more such matters to inquire inta.
They neither please nor befit us; and our fair
cousin here is not so well as to-endure such things
with safety.” -

“ Ay, but she must stay, she must stay,” cried
the king, “for this is a matter regarding which
she only can speak. Call Mr. Seymour here,
and Sir Lewis Lewkenor. 'We must hear how
all this befell.”

“T beseech you, sire, let me go,” said Ara-
bella. “I have been frightened and agitated al-
ready this morning by the quarrel of these gen-
tlemen. I have been also agitated by the ques-
tions your majesty has asked. I have told you
all that occurred.”

“ No, no, that won’t do,” cried James; * you
must repeat it here in order.”

¢ Then let me do so, sire, at once,” said Ara-
bella. “The first dispute was which should

lace me on my horse, and Mr, Seymour hav-
ing done so, Sir Lewis reproached him for ta-

king what he called his place, saying that his
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office in your majesty’s court entitled him to it,
Mr. Seymour replied, however, that your com-
mands to escort me were first given to him; that
his rank and the fact of his bearing in his veins
the same blood as your majesty, however dis-
tantly, gave him precedence over any simple
knight, and that he should think he was wanting
even in duty to you if he did not take upon him
the post which yoa had assigned him.”

“%el], what more, what more ?’ cried the
king, just as William Seymour, followed by an
usher, entered the drawing-room, and approached
the circle. * There were after words, 1 think ?”

“ But few, sire,” replied Arabella, the warm
blood coming up into her cheek. ‘‘ Mr. Seymour
rode for some way on my right hand, while Sir
Lewis, on the left, seemed sullen and discontent-
ed. At length, however, he came round, and
insisted that Mr. Seymour should give up that

lace to him.”

* There he was wrong,” cried the king, * there
he was wrong; what more, lady 7’

* Really, I cannot justly tell, sire,” replied Ara-
bella; “1 was much frightened, and not a litile
displeased; and after some sharp words between
the two gentlemen, Mr. Seymour yielded, I think
out of pity to me, and came to the other side.”

* There he was right,” said James. ¢ But
where is Sir Lewis Lewkenor? Have you call-
ed him, usher?”’

* He is in bed, your majesty,” said the usher,
+ and humbly begged your majesty would excuse
Mm,’

4 In bed?” exclaimed the king; “ why, what
ails him? He has not got the plague, has he ?”

¢ No, your majesty,” replied the usher, *he’s
somewhat badly wounded in the shoulder.”

« 1 found myself bound, sire,” said William
Seymour, taking a step forward, “to punish a
personage who thought fit to use towards me
words unbecoming a gentleman to give or to re-
ceive; and who had, moreover, paid no respect
either to my rank and station, to my distant re-
lationship to your majesty, or to your own will
in naming me the first to escort the Lady Ara-
bella hither.”

#And so ye have fough; ¥ cried the klixng’
opening his large eyes, and gaping upon him
wnnelh his mouth% asyi[‘ ’in ulferpastom}:l’:mem;
*“ and so ye have fought? My truly! ye are a

celess pack; and if ye have drawn your
swords within the precincts of our court, ye shall
both saffer accordingly.”

“ No, sire,” replied Seymour, “we took care
not so to offend. But immediately on our return,
we went beyond the park walls to a spot about
a mile and a half distant, and there ended our
quarrel as became us.” ]

“ Became you ¥’ cried the king; “I'd have
you to know that nothing of the kind becomes
you at all. I will have a stop put to such things,
and no more bickering, and quarrelling, and ta-
king to the strong hand in my dominions. As
ye punished him, as ye call 1t, I'll punish you,
and banish you from our realm, not to return till
our pleasure. Ye take much upon you, sir, on
the strength of a very distant relationship to our-
selves; ye set great store by a small matter.”

* No small matter, sire, in my eyes, to be ever
so distantly related to your majesty,” replied the
young gentleman, who, though grieved and in-
dignant, was anxious, if possible, to conciliate
the king, and obtain a reversal of his sentence.

“ That’s not ill spoken, sir,” answered James;
44 but, nevertheless, we will have you take the
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air of the Continent for a couple of years; the
warmer climate may suit your warm blood; and
when we have sure proof that it has grown cool-
er, we will let you come back again, but not be-
fore; for we are resolved that such strife shall
no longer go on.”

‘William Seymour stood before the king for a
moment without reply. There was, indeed, an
answer springing to his lips: that it was not in
the power of any king, by his mere word, to ban-
ish a British subject from the land of his birth.
But he recollected that by such conduct he might
blast all his own dearest hopes forever; that there
were means, too, within the reach of those in
authority to change the fate which seemed to
await him even for a worse ; and, in the mood
which ap(faremly reigned throughout the whole
court and kingdom, the king’s will, he feared,
would be taken for law.

A hope, too, might enter into his breast, that
by using the influence of his family and friends,
he mig?xt shake the monarch’s decision; and,
among the multitude of hurrying thoughts that
crossed his mind, during the single moment that
he stood there silent, there came a sweet, delu-
sive dream, full of romance and love—for it
could not be called a plan— which made him
fancy that, under some circumstances, his exile
mii' t be converted into the brightest of blessings.

fter a brief pause, then, he bowed and retired
thinking that he caught upon the countenance a
Cecil a slight smile, as if the minister were not
altogether displeased at the course which events
had taken, but unable to comprehend whence
arose the enmity which that look betrayed.

——
CHAPTER XIIIL

‘Wite a pale cheek and a faint heart, and
limbs from which all strength seemed gone, Ara-
bella followed the queen when she rose, and with
slow steps accompanied Anne of Denmark to
the door of her own apartments. There, with a
low reverence, she left her, and hurried back to
her own chamber, where, sinking on her knees
by the side of the bed, she gave way to a violent
burst of tears.

She did not perceive that any one was in the
room, but the moment afier she heard something
move, and a voice say, “ Oh, lady!” and look
round she saw the girl Ida Mara, whom she h
consented to receive at the entreaty of Sir Harry
‘West.

Arabella instantly started up and tried to wipe
away the tears; but the girl looked down, as if
she wished not to see them flow, and said, in a
quiet but sad tone, “Shall I leave you, madam?
1 know too well that, when one is sorrowful, it
is better to be alone.”

“No,” replied Arabella, “no, you may stay.
It is but that I have been agitated by the quarrel
you saw this morning between those two gentle~
men, and by hearing just now that they have
fought since their arrival.”

“Fought?”’ cried the girl, eagerly; “I hope
he has punished him, then.”

“ Which do you mean ?”’ asked Arabella, with
a sad smile.

“ Oh, the tall one, with the clear, open brow,
and gentle look,” replied the girl. *The other
was so insolent and rude, 1 could bave struck
him on the spot if I had been a man.”

Arabella k her head sadly. A\ dowh
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judge as you do, Ida Mara,” she replied ; * would
{hat the ydid; the one who gave the offence has
escaped with a wound, which perhaps may be
but a scratch. The other is banished from the
realm.”

1da cla: her hands vehemently over her
eyes, exclaiming, * This is man’s justice. When
will it come to an end ?”

Arabella cast herself into a chair, and mused
for a minute or two. Her tears flowed as she
thought; but at length, wiping them away, she
said, *“ Perhaps it is better, knows how it
would have ended. Come, Ida Mara, sit down
here upon this stool beside me, and let me hear
your tale from your own lips. Sir Harry West

as told me something of it, but I would hear
more.”

The tg-irl obeged; and, sitting down at her mis-
tress’s feet, and raising her large Italian eyes to
the lady’s countenance, she told her little history
in plain and simple language, which carried the
conviction of truth along with it.

To that tale, as the reader knows it, we have
little, if anything, to add. She recounted how
miserable she had been in her own home after
her mother’s death and her father’s marriage to
another wife; how she felt even a sort of relief
‘when he sold her to the old English traveller;
how she thought it would be a hapgy and a tran-
quil life merely to sing as she had been accus-
tomed, and to play upon her lute; and how she
soon found that it was full of sorrow, and insult,
and discomfort. She told the lady, too, that
when her wanderings began, the man Weston
was accompanied by his wife, a very shrew, who
ruled him with a rod of iron, and whenever he
proved the least refractory, threatened to disclose
some secrets of which she seemed to have gain-
ed possession. This always had the effect of
cowing him completely ; but his wife had died
in London, the girl said, some two months be-
fore. After this woman’s death, whom Ida Mara
represented as little less wicked than her hus-
band, he sought to take advantage of the poor
girl’s unprotected state, not only for the gratifica-
tion of his own passions, but for the purposes of

in,

“I must not say,” continued Ida Mara, “all
that I think he wanted me to do, for his words
were dark and doubtful; but this I know, lady,
that, unless the misery of life was so great that 1
wished it speedily to end, I would not eat of
food which his hand had come near, nor drink
of ai cup that had been within his reach, for the
world.”

Arabella smiled incredulously. ¢ Those are
your Italian notions,” she said; *“ we never hear
of such things in England, Ida Mara. But now
you are safe from him, and may banish fear; and
if you show yourself a good girl, and are faithful
to me, you shall never want a friend and a pro-
tector as long as I live.”

“1 will love you to my last hour,” replied Ida
Mara, kissing her hand, “and that good old
knight too. He is the first man that ever show-
ed me kindness in the world—real kindness, I
mean—kindness without guile; and I would give
my life to prove to him how grateful the poor
Ttalian girl can be.”

“I am sure you would,” replied Arablla;
“bat now leave me, Ida Mara; and if you wish
to behold the splend’our of a court, go down and
stand in the vestibule. You see the king and
gueen are going forth. There stand the king’s

and her majesty’s coach, for their even-
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ing airing. I am calmer now, Ida Mara ; and
I would fain have time to think.”

The girl accordingly left her, and Arabella
continued leaning her head upon her hand, and
gazing out of the window without giving much
note to the objects which were passing before
her eyes. The expression of her countenance
was sad, and yet it varied continually, without,
however, becoming, even for a moment, cheer-
ful. A smile, indeed, crossed it more than once;
but that smile was so tinged with melancholy
that it afforded no indication of the rise of one
hope, of the existence of one joy. The
that passed over her beautiful face were merely
signs of the rapid movement of thought and fan-
cy; but all her ideas were gloomy, all her ima- ,
ginations sad. .

In the mean while the &ueen entered her car-
riage and drove away, the king mounted his
horse and rode out, with almost all the gentle-
men of the court. Arabella gazed upon the train
as it departed, and murmured to herself what
she would not knowingly bave spoken to the
ears of any one. “What a sad thing it is to be
a tyrant! And yet it is less dangerous to one's
self, to one’s realm, and to one’s children, to be
a fierce grram like Harry the Eighth, than a
weak and vain one, like this man. They are
very late this evening. It will be dark in an
hour;” and again she fell into thought.

The course of her meditations seemed now
more sad than before, for the tears rose in her
bright eyes, and trembled amid the dark lashes
as if they wonld run over. But just as she was
wiping them away there was a slight noise at
her chamber door, and thinking it was one of
her maids, she said, *“ Come in,” without turn-
ing her head. :

he next instant she started up and looked
round, for she knew the step, and it was not that
which she expected. She could not restrain her
feelings, however, in that hour of bitter sorrow,
and in another moment she was in Seymour’s

arms.
“Oh, William!” she cried, “how could you

think of coming here? Supﬁose you were dis-
cov?;’ed, what would they think, what would they
sa

“ Nothing, nothing, my beloved,” he replied;
‘“you do not yet know all the changes that our
ood queen has brought into the court. She
‘has banished all those idle ceremonies and vain
Testraints with which every movement was for-
merly shackled, and declares that she will have
all Italians sent out of Engla.nd, lest they should
introduce those fanciful doubts and jealousies
of the ladies of the land which they entertain to-
wards their own women.* However, sweet Ara-
bel, if there had been lions and dragons at the
door I must have come. Do you think that I
could quit my native country, and leave you for
months, perhaps for years, without the sad sol-
ace of a farewell 2’ .

“Oh ! but we shall have time,” cried Arabel-
la; “surely it will not be so soon.”

William Seymour shook his head. ¢ Cecil
is against me,” he said, “though I know not
what offence I have given; and, before he rode
out with the king, he came to me with a smooth
face, telling me that to mitigate the expression
of his majesty’s anger, and not to let it seem
that I was sent from my own country in dis-

* She made use of very nearly the ssme expressions her-
self to Cardinal Bentivoglio.




LR

LESS K f & WU IO B UL IR

B S

ARABELLA STUART.

grace, he had obtained the king’s consent to my
being appointed to the nominal embassy at one
of the small ltalian courts, that of Parma, but
only on condition that I set out immediately. I
am to leave Wilton this very night.”

“ This is cruel, indeed "’ cried Arabella; and
the tears ran rapidly from her eyes, while Will-
iam Seymour held both her hands in his, and

upon that fair but sorrowful face with
ooks of love and deep emotion.

“It is indeed cruel,” he said, “and no less
cruel than unjust. But what can I do, Arabel-
la? I have no power to resist. If I refuse to

, @ thousand to one I find my way into the

'ower. Pretences are never wanting in these
days, and the liberty of Englishmen seems but
to have become an idle name. I care not, in-
deed, for quitting England. Although it be the
country of my birth and of my love, it loses all
its charms for me when I see security and right
trampled under foot, and the vain name of pre-
rogative raised above law and justice. I care
not for quitting Enﬁland, but to quit Arabella is
anguish indeed. y enemies do not know all
that they inflict upon me, or they would rejoice
even more than they do.”

“Is there no way to prevent it?” exclaimed
Arabella. “ Will not your grandfather inter-
fere 1"

* The king has not yet received him at the
court,” replied Seymour, ‘“and it was thought a
great mark of grace that I was permitted to at-
tend upon him here at Wilton. No, no, Ara-
bella, there is but one way of preventing our

tion.”

‘‘Is there one 7’ cried Arabella, eagerly. “Oh!
take it, then, Seymour, take it.”

“ Nay, it is you must take it, sweetest,” he
replied ; *“’tis that Arabella goes with me; that
she flies with him she loves from this hated
court. Nay, turn not pale, beloved, or I shall
fear to urge all the arguments which love has
ready to persuade you. Here, seat you here,
dear Arabella, and listen. I know all that it is
I ask of Kou. I know the sacrifice, the great
sacrifice that is required.”

‘It is not that, Seymour,” she said, earnestly.
“ What sacrifice shounld I think too great to
make yon happy, and-to free myself from the
state of bondage in which I live? But how,
Setgmour, how can we fly 7” continued Arabella;
4 the moment the queen returns, most likely she
will send for me." Nothing is prepared. " We
should be caught and brought back again with
shame.”

“Oh! not to-night, dear one,” replied Will-
iam Seymour; “but if {ou consent, the matter
is quite easy. You will, you will, Arabella!
‘The joy of that hope nearly turns my brain. Say,
say you will 1

Arabella bent down her glowing face upon
his shoulder, but gave no reply except by si-
lence ; and Seymour, drawing her closer to him,
strove to banish the doubts and fears which he
knew would arise before her imagination at the
thought of the rash enterprise he proposed.

“ Listen, dearest, listen,” he said, *“ and youn
will see it is all fair and feasible. The court
goes to London in three days for the ceremon
of the coronation. As many persons will be le
out of the ‘proces!lon on account of the plague,
you must feign great apprehensions, They will
easily let you go back into Cambridgeshire to

our Aunt Emily’s. 1, in the mean time, must

m to London, where I will make prepara-
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tions; for I cannot go upon an embassy without
some sort of splendour. When all is ready, ¥
will let Fou know; and sailing away from Lon-
don, will anchor my ship in the Thames’s mouth,
opposite the small town of Leigh. An easy
journey by Chelmsford will bring you near the
shore, ‘where a boat shall be waiting for yon
night and day. Then sailing away together,
long ere any une knows that you have departed,
we shall be safe, beyond pursuit, and linEed to-
gether for life by that sweet and blessed bond

which confirms and sanctifies the contract of
two hearts that love. Is not this easy, Arabel-
la? Where is the difficulty? Long ere the
news can reach the capital, we shall be across
the sea ; and my going from London alone will
render it weeks, perhaps months, a matter of
doubt what has become of you. See you any
obstacle, dearest? Is there any danger 7"

“I know not,” answered Arabella, “ I know
not; and yet I doubt and fear. But hark! the‘y
are come {ack again. There comes the queen’s
coach. Leave me, Seymour, leave me, oh, in
pity leave me!” .

‘“ Will you, then, dearest—will you ?” he eri-
ed, hastil?'; “I cannot leave you till you say
you will.”

“Yes, yes,” she answered. .“I will do any-
thing to make you happy ;” and, catching her to
his bosom for a moment, he took one embrace,
and left her.

The agony of parting is with those that re-
main. The changing scene, the hurry of prep-
aration, the bustle of the journey, the incidents
on the road, the very excitement of action, are
all causes of diversion from sadder thoughts;
and though every hour, naX', every moment,
Seymour’s mind reverted to Arabella, the differ-
ence was, that through the livelo‘ng day she sat
and dwelt upon no other image but gis. Yet
her fancies were as checkered as the light and
shade of the grim foliage in the sunshine; and
for many an hour her thoughts wandered first to
dark pictares of danger and difﬁcuhz, discovery
and disappointinent; and then, with tremblin,
hope, glanced towards the brighter scene,
she drew for herself airy sketches of escape, and
freedom, and love, and é‘oy. But in all that her
imagination called u , Seymour was by her side
sharing the peril, and so it doubly ter-
rible, or partaking the happiness, and making it
more intensely bright.

—_—
CHAPTER XV.

It may be doubted whether Arabella Stuart
would have played her part well, in feigning a:s:
prehensions that she did not experience rega
ing the plague, which was then raging in Lon-
don; for by nature she was not a dissembler, and
the very quickness of her feelings and of her ima-
gination wounld have made her fearful at every
turn lest the deceit should be discovered. But,
luckily, she was saved the- trouble of assuming
anything. The agitation and apprehensions that
she felt whenever her mind turned to the fulfil-
ment of her promise to Mr. Seymour; the emo-
tion, the anxiety, the fear, could not be conceal-
ed from the eyes of those who surrounded her;
but, as she had shared her secret with no one,
the principal persons at the court, as well as the

ueen herself, attributed the whole to terror at
&e idea of the plague, and Anne of Denmark
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‘was the first to propose that she should take no
at the coronation.

Arabella gladly caught at the offer, and asked
the royal permission to cross the country into
Cambridgeshire, and to take up her residence at
the house where she had lately spent much of
her time, till the coronation was over, and the
court once more in an uninfected place. Per-
mission was readily given; and as it was evident
to the queen that her young cousin’s health had
somew'})at suffered, one of the royal coaches was
appointed to convey her to the place of her des-
tination. All these arrangements were made on
the day preceding the removal of the court to
London, and Arabella retired to her chamber to
meditate upon her future plans. .

“In whom shall I confide?” she thought;
“my girl Marian, though faithful and trae, is
hersel? about to wed the man of her choice;
doubtless she would go with me if I asked her,
but it were cruel to put her attachment towards
me to such a test. Ida Mara?” she continued;
«] think the girl is honest and good—I am sure
she is; there is something in her manner, and
even in her look, that cannot deceive one. Yet
I bave known her but a short time. She hasno
tie to me, and perhaps it were rash to trust her.
Nevertheless, I must either tell Marian my se-
cret, or send her home. She is jealous of the
Italian girl, that is clear, and perhaps it were
better to leave her by the way, at her own pa-
rent’s house, as she is to hecome a wife, it seems,
in three weeks. Then I must see what can be
done. I will watch Ida Mara keenly. My old
and faithful servant Adams I can trust, at all
events: he will go with me to the death. ButI
must conceal my plans from Emily Cavendish;
she is too light and giddy to be confided in,
though she would not injure me for the world.”

The morning was somewhat dull and showery
when the Lady Arabella, with her two maids,
entered the coach which was to convey them into
Cambridgeshire. To Marian she had already
communicated her purpose of leaving her at her
father’s house as they passed, and had, according
to the good old custom, added to the girl’s dower
as large a marriage present as her own some-
what scantily-furnished purse could afford.

“As we go, Ida Mara,” she said, *“ we will
stop for one night at good Sir Harry West’s, if
he be yet returned, so that you may see your
friend and benefaetor; and if he be not returned
as yet, he will doubtless soon come over to see
us when he does come back.”

As Arabella expected, the poor girl’s eyes
were instantly lighted up with joy; and, in her
eager Italian manner, she declared that she
would go down upon her knees to him, and kiss
his hand a thousand times, for having befriend-
ed her in the hour of need, and placed her with
a lady whom she could love so well. The girl
Marian listened with somewhat of a curling lip;
and, though she did not venture to make any
comment aloud, in her heart she called the poor
Italian’s warm expressions of gratitude and at-
tachment “nothing but flattery and servility.”

It was about five o’clock on the evening of the
following day that, after having deposited the
girl Marian safely at her father’s house, the car-
riage containing. Arabella wound up the little
road which led to the mansion of Sir Harry
‘West. Passing by the garden gate, it proceeded
to the great doors, and there the bell was rang,
but for some minutes no one came to answer its
summons. At length old Lakyn and another
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man appeared, and if Arabells had remarked
their faces, she would bave seen that both were
somewhat grave. Bat she took no heed to their
looks, and merely said, “ Sir Harry has return-
ed, I suppose. Is he within ?”

“Yes, lady,” replied Lakyn, “he is within,
He has not been out all day, for he feels some-
what %n:ael’l." Jnimed A

“Indeed!” exclaim rabella, in a grieved
tone. “Is he in bed 7 ’

‘;go, my lady, he is in the hall,” answered

n.

‘Oh, then, I will go and try to cheer him,"” re-
plied the lady; “come, Ida Mara, it will do him
good to hear that you are happy with me;” and,
stepping out of the carriage, followed by the girl
with a light step, she walked quickly along the
passage before the servants, and opened the door
of the old hall.

Though it was the month of July, a large fire
was blazing in the chimney, and seated besi
it, with his head resting on his hand, appeared
Sir Harry West, wrapped in a large cfoak of
sables. His face was ve rale, and his eyes
bright and fiery, with a dark line beneath them.
The heaviness of severe sickness was evidently
upon him ; but the moment the Lady Arabella
appeared, he started up and took a step or two
towards her; then paused and said, ‘ Lakyn,
you should not have done this. Dear lady, I
am ill! Do not come too near. It may be in-
fectious.”

*“Oh, I am not afraid,” replied Arabella, ad-
vancing and taking his hand, which felt dry and
burning. ¢ What is the matter, dear Sir Har-
ry 1’ she continued; *we have come to comfort
and console you.”

“Nay, nay,” cried the knight, drawing his
hand quickly away, and retreating a step, “I
cannot have you stay here, dear lady. Through
a long life I have never felt as I feel now; and
I fear that this may be even worse than it seems.
You must go on with all speed, and stop not at
the village ; the landlord of the inn is lying sick
—of the plague, they tell me. 1 saw him the
gay l’)efore yesterday, and he was then past

ope.”

‘eeHe is dead, sir,” said Lakyn, who bad lin-
gered at the door. “I wish to Heaven you
would take some antidote.” .

«1 will, I will,” replied Sir Harry West;
“but you must hurry away, lady. I will not
have you stay a minute longer. They say the
disease is not so infectious till the spots appear.
Of that I am still free, thank God, for your sake;
but you must away at once. I beseech you, not
another word.”

Arabella turned towards the door, but, ere she
reached it, Ida Mara caught her hand and kissed
it, saying, “I must stay with him, lady! He
was the first that ever befriended me on earth.
I cannot, I cannot leave him1” -

““Good girl!” cried Arabella.

“ She must not stay, she shall not!”’ exclaim-
ed Sir Harry West,  “I beseech you, madam,
take her with you.”

But Ida Mara darted back, and kneeling be-
fore him, cast her arms round him, exclaiming,
“Here I will stay! Now send me with her if
you will, to carry the infection with me.”

“Ah! my poor girl,” exclaimed the old man,
putting his hand upon her head, while the tears
rose in her eyes, “ you know not what you do !’

“I do, I do!” cried Ida Mara, kissing his
hand; “for whom could I give my life so well
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as you? But God will Protect me, never fear;
I will save you t00.”

“'Well, lady,” said Sir Harry West, sinking
into his chair again, *“ I suppose, if you will con-
sent, she must stay now; but I do beseech you

yourself as guickly as may be—God send it
g: not too late already. Go, pray »

“1 will,” said Arabella; “and may Heaven
protect and restore you, Sir Harry. I will go,
though I do feel that this poor girl’s devotion is
almost a reproach to me. However, fare you
well; I fear I ought not to risk my life, although
Heaven knows I wish it were at an end.”

Thus saying, she retired and 1e-entered the
carriage, which was soon turned, and on its way
to the house of the Lady Emily Cavendish.
After driving on for an hour or two, night fel),
and Arabella, alone in the vehicle, gave herself
uap to melanciwly thoughts,

¢ This is a dreadful ?iisease,” she said to her-
self, “ a dreadful disease, indeed ; so fierce in its
nature, that few who approach the sick escape
the contagion, and few who are once stricken
ever cast off the malady. It is so easily con-
veyed, too—I wonder if Emily will receive me.
It is hardly right to carry the danger to her
house—with all heg children, too—and I know
she dreads it terribly. I may have it upon me
at this moment;” and she asked herselt, What
if it were so? Her frame was weakened, her
spirits depressed, by all the grie(‘ and anxiety she
had lately gone through, and care and apprehen-
sion took possession of her entirely as the car-
riage rolled slowly on through the darkness of
the night. The horses were tired, the coachman
somewhat sullen at being disappointed of his ex-
pected place of repose, so that the journey was
rendered longer in point of time than it needed
to have been, by the dulness of both man and
beast. Arabella grew impatient, anxious, heat-
ed; her head began to ache violently, her lips
grew dry; and again she asked herself, “ What
if I have caught the disease 7”

At length, at the little village of Neot's, the
coachman stopped at the door of a clean-looking
little inn, saying that he must water his horses,
though the mansion towards which their steps
were directed was now within five miles. Ara-
bella, descending from the vehicle, entered the
bouse; and being known to the people of the
place, she was received with all the reverence
due to her station.

“Bless me, madam,” said the landlady, as
she led her to her chamber up stairs, “ you do
not look wellt”

I am fatigued,” replied Arabella, “and have
8o violent a headache that I think I shall sta
here for the night. Pray call my servant Ad-
ams to me, and bid him bring the paper-case
which lies upon the seat of the carriage.”

As soon as the man appeared, Arabella told
him that she had determined to remain there for
the nig;ht, but that he must ride on with a note
to Lady Emily, and bring her back an answer.
She then, in a few brief lines, explained to her
cousin that she had been in a house where she
feared there was a case of plague, and that, not
feeling well, she had stop at the inn at St.
Neot’s to see what would be the result, She
begged her, moreover, to send her back by the
messenger any letters that might be waiting for
her, and then gave the note to the man, telling
him to use all speed and return.

‘When he was gone, the landlady, with offi-
cious care, bustled about to provide for the com-
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fort of her distinguished guest; but Arabella sat
silent at the table, with her temples throbbing.
and her heart faint. All she asked for was cit-
ron juice and water to quench her thirst; and
at length the good hostess, beginning to feel
alarmed, ran down to her husband to tell him
that the young lady looked very ill, and that she
should not wonder if she had got the plague.

At the end of as short a space of time as it
was possible to make the journey and return in,
Arabella’s servant came back, and, entering the
room, gazed anxiously upon his fair mistress’s
countenance, while he said, ¢ Here is this letter
from the Lady Emily, madam, but I found a
messenger waiting at the house who would de--
liver his packet to none but yourself. He has
come hither with me, but I fear you are not well
enough to see him.”

“Let him come up, let him come up,” cried
Arabella, eagerly; and before she bad finished
reading the few wild and apprehensive lines of’
her cousin, the stranger was in the room.

“T have charge to deliver this letter, madam,
into your hands,” he said, “ and to receive your
answer.”

Arabella took the packet and looked at the-ad-
dress. It was in the handwriting of William
Seymour, and eagerly tearing it open, she read,

“] am driven to set out from London,” he
wrote, “two days before I intended; for if I stay
even till Wednesday, I shall have the company
of Sir George Carew forced upon me, and all our
hopes are at an end. The ship will lie off Leigh
all day to-morrow, and all the followinf night.
Come, then, my beloved, come with all speed,
and give me back the happiness that I have not
known since I left you.”

Arabella pressed her hand tightly upon her
brow, and gazed wildly into vacancy. Every
wish of her heart induced her to ﬂf' to him,
The very despairing feeling of being alone, sick,
and perhaps stricken by the pestilence, made her
heart yearn to seek the arms of him who loved
her, and find shelter, and comfort, and gentle
tendance there. * But,” she asked herself, “ shall
I take it to him I love? Shall I carry disease
and death to one for whom I would willingly’
sacrifice my own life? Shall any selfish long-
ing for the blessing of his presence induce me to
destroy him? Oh, no, no!”

“If you will wait below for a moment,” she
said, addressing the messenger, as soon as she
could collect her thoughts, “I will write an an-
swer;” and, seating herself at. the table, she
drew the writing materials towards her. Her
brain whirled, her heart felt faint, she feared that
she would never be able to accomplish the task;
but, dipping the pen in the ink, she proceede
with a hurried and unsteady hand. .

“I cannot come,” she said, *otherwise no-
thing should induce me to break my promise,
however rash that promise might be. But
cannot come, for I am ill, and unequal to the
journey. Even did I feel strength enough to
undertake it, I could not bear to join you, for [
have been in a house infected by the plague;
and, although I will not deny that to see you
would be the greatest blessing on earth, yet I
would not purcﬁase even that blessing at the risk
of carrying the pestilence to you. Go on your
way, then, William, and may God bless and
prosper you. I will not tell you to forget me, I
will not tell you to remember me. Do as your
heart dictates; but believe me, in life or in
death, yours, ARABELLA.”
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After she had done, she gazed at the letter for
a moment, and then said to herself,

“It will alarm bim. Perbaps it will make
him come in, and that would be his rain;” and,
taking the pen again, she added, * Thoug}: I feel
very ill, [ do not think it is the plague. Iam sure,
indeed, it is not—there has not yet been time.
Heaven bless you. Adieu!” and, bending her
head over the letter, shehlet the tear'} ;vlnc}l lg‘el‘e
in her eyes drop upon the 3 en folding
and sea’ling it? shl::o calledpatﬁ‘e! man who had
brought it, and putting some money into his
hand, bid him make all speed.

‘Without delay he set off nlpon his errand, and,
riding all night, reached early the next morning
the little port of Leigh, off which the ship that
bore Wilﬁam Seymour had been moored on the
preceding evening. The ship’s boat was at the
shore, and the messenger, entering it without
delay, was soon rowed to the vessel, where, in
the cabin, waiting for him alone, he found his
young master.

“The lady is very ill, sir,” he said, in a low
voice ; “she looked very ill, indeed.”

«]J11!” exclaimed her lover, with a look fall
of grief and disa?Poimment. “Good Heaven,
how unfortunate!” and, taking the letter, he
opened it and read. The colour left his cheek
as he did so, and his hand shook with agitation.
*] cannot go,” he cried, “ I cannot go and leave
her. Hark you, Williams, hark you! Quick,
pack up some things in the saddlebags. Can I
get a horse at Leigh?”

¢ None but the one that brought me, sir,” re-

lied the man, “ and that is wellnigh knocked up.

e have no saddle bags with us, sir.”

“ Row on shore, then,” said his master. “Do
the best you can to refresh your horse, and send
back the boat for me. I will join you in a
couple of hours. By that time he will be able

»

to go on.

ﬁe man shook his head. ¢ Part of the way,
at least, till 1 can get another,” added the young
gentleman; “ he must—he shall.”

The man knew it was useless to argue, and, re-
:’iring from the cabin, mounted the ladder to the

eck.

‘William S8eymour pressed his lips upon the
letter again and again. “She was weeping
when she wrote it,” he said, gazing at the blot-
ted page. ¢ Dear girl, I will see thee, if it be
but for an hour.”

But scarcely had the words passed his li%s,
when, through the little window in the stern, he
saw onc of the gilded barges of the day come
rushing along with full wind and tide, and the
next moment & good deal of shouting and noise
was heard above. An instant after, his servant
ran down, and closing the door behind him, said,
“Sir George Carew is alongside, sir, asking if
this is your vessel.”

“Curses upon him,” cried Seymour, striking
the table, * Baut it is not his fault either. It is
impossible now;” and, folding up the letter, he
placed it in his ‘)osnm, while a number of’ voi-
ces were heard talking upon deck, and some
steps descending the ladder.

“Stay, Williams, stay,” he said; “I must
write an answer to this, which yoa must bear
back again. If you can see the lady, tell her
what has hap?ened. Tell her T was coming to
see her, but—" The door opened as he spoke,
and he added, in an altered tone, “then join me
at Brussels with all speed. Ah, Carew! so you
have caught me.”
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“Yes, Seymour,” replied Sir Geo
him by the hand; “it was very ki
lay to for me all night.”

“Nay,” answered the young gentleman, “I
cannot take credit for such courtesy. I wished
much to have news of a friend who is very ilL.”

“Some fair lady, 1 will swear,” replied Sir
George Carew. “God send her better, Sey-
mour; and now, as soon as my packages are in,
I am ready to sail, for the king’s commands are
strict upon both you and me to lose no time.”

] must write a letter first,” said William Sey-
mour; ‘““then I am yours.”

The letter was written, and the servant hav-
ing received it, returned to Leigh well furnished
with money for his journey. “As soon as his
horse was in condition to travel, he once more
set out for St. Neot's, which he reached about
ten o'clock on the following morning. It was
not without some apprehensions, to say the
truth, that he asked for the Lady Ambelf! for
the suspicions which had been entertained re-
§arding the plague had reached his ears on his

ormer visit. The countenance of the hostess,
however, was more cheerful, and the usual
bustle of the inn was going on in full activity.

“She has got the doctors from Cambi
with her,” replied the landlady, “and I dou
that she will see you, master, for she is to be
kept ver{‘ quiet, they say.”

“ But how goes it with her?” asked the man. ,
“Is it as you fancied ?”

“No, no, God forbid!” cried the landlady;
“ they say she has had poison, but not enough to
kill, and she is somewhat better already.”

———
CHAPTER XVIL

, shaking
of you to

‘Weeks, months, and years passed away like
a tale that is told ; and on their passing we shall
not pause, dear reader, for, to say truth, we shounld
have little to relate which, in a work such as
this, would be pleasing to your ear. 'What sat-
isfaction could you derive from pictures of a
court full of venality and corruption? What
satisfaction would it be either to the writer or
the reader to look into the pruriences of the most
disgusting monarch that ever sat upon the Eng-
lish throne? We will not, therefore, attempt to
paint him to _you, either in his villanous efforts
to crush the liberties of his people, and to estab-
lish the tyranny of prerogative upon the ruins of
the English Constitution; or in his pitiful ped-
antry, erecting himself into an ecclesiastical
judge, and setting himself up as the Pope of
Great Britain. e will not represent him in
his unjust and illiberal rodigality, stripping the
crown of its wealth, robbing his subjects of their
proper:y and despoiling the best servants of the
state of their just reward, to bestow with a lavish
and a thoughtless hand the plunder of the Feo-
ple upon the unworthy heads of base and ill-de-
serving favourites. e will not display him in
his cold, fanatical cruelties, more horrible than
the wildest excesses of passionate tyranny; we
will not show him dangling with his upstart
minions, in those sickening scenes which have
caused not unreasonable suspicions of the most
horrible crimes,

‘We will leave the conrse of James L. to the
page of histori, where it remains a foul blot,
which not all the blood and horrors of the great
rebellion—of which it was the origin and cause
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- have been able to efface. If ever the sins of
-the fathers were, according to the unshakeable
decree of the Almighty, visited upon the chil-
dren, such was most strikingly the case in the
destiny of the unhappy race which sprang from
his loins. .

‘We must, however, touch upon some points
.affecting the fate of several of those whom we
have brought upon the scene; and first we must
conclude the sad tale of the conspirators. We
shall do so, however, as briefly as possible ; for
this too is a matter of mere history, and only
one or two of those personages lived to take part
in the succeeding events.

As the plague still raged in London, the judges
met at Maidenhead to inquire into the case
egainst the prisoners, and examinations were
entered into of a very irregular character, which
were succeeded by a special commission,-the
-chief end and object of which seemed to be, to
set every principle of law and justice at defi-
ance, to trample out the last sparks of liberty
and security, and to show the British people that
they were quite at the mercy of a vain and vi-
cious king.

At the head of this special coramission were
Cecil and the Earl of Suffolk, with two chief
justices; but two other judges sat in the coart.

he trials took place at Winchester, and George
Brooke, Sir Griffin Markham, with several of

¢ the inferior conspirators, were first put to the
bar. They were all found guilty, principally
.nron their own confessions, which were proba-
bly made in the hope of obtainin!g Kardon; and
upon all, the severe sentence of high treason
was pronounced. The two priests, Watson and
Clarﬂe, were also condemned; and then Cob-
ham, Grey, and Raleigh were severally brought
4o trial.

The demeanour of these three gentlemen in
court excited not a little attention at the time,
the deportment of each being very different from
that of the others, and each marked with strong
characteristic traits. Lord Cobham displayed
nothing but weakness, imbecility, and fear; he
trembled violently during the reading of the in-
dictment, endeavoured to excuse himself by
casting the blame upon his friends, made a con-
fession more ample, it is genemdii{ supppsed,
than even truth warranted, and ended by begging
bard for life, when sentence of death was pro-
nounced upon him.

A very different scene was displayed at the
trial of Lord Grey de Wilton. He defended
himself with courage, vigour, and eloquence,
‘without the slightest sign of fear or anxiety;
showed himself learned in the law of the land,
and, by his gallant bearing and skilful reason-
ing, both won the favour and shook the opinion
of many of his judges. Nevertheless, the con-
fessions of George Brooke and Sir Griffin Mark-
ham, in which his name was mentioned, were
received as conclusive evidence against him, and
he Kkewise was pronounced ﬁuilty‘of high trea-
son. When asked if he had anything to say
why sentence of death should not be upon
him, he replied at first, * Nothing!” but then add-
ed, “Non eadem omnibus decora. The house
-of the Wiltons have spent many lives in their
princes’ service, and Grey cannot beg his.” -

Raleigh was the next to undergo the torture
of a J)ublic trial, and against him there was ar-
rayed the envy of inferior minds, the hatred of a
king, the malice of private enemies, the prepos-
session of (l:is judges, and all the virulence of
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legal insolence. The conduct of the attorney-
general, Sir Edward Coke, stamped him for
terity as one of the greatest villains, as well as
one of the greatest lawyers that ever lived; and
his speech against the illustrious prisoner offers
a model, too frequently imitated in France, of
all that the counsel for the prosecution should
not say.

Raleigh displayed, upon this terrible occasion, -
all those powers of mind which distinguished
him tluonﬁh life; and he also sho much
temper and moderation in reply to the viralent
abuse of Coke. The evidence upon which he
was ¢condemned, mame}_yl(,J a vague and unsatis-
factory confession of Lord Cobham, unsigned,
taken down from word of mouth, and recanted
in the most solemn manner by a letter to Raleigh
himself, and the testimony of a man named Dy-
er, who swore that & stranger in Lisbon had said
to him that the king would never be crowned,
for Don Raleigh and Don Cobham would first
cut his throat, would, of course, never be evon
heard in a court of justice in the present day ;
and yet this was all that could be brought against
him. But it was found sufficient in the minds
of the judges; and, although Raleigh demanded
that Lord Cobham should be confronted with
him, and urged that no man could be condemn-
ed upon the written vestimol}y of only one wit-
ness, he was found guilty of high treason, and
condemned to death. All that the prisoner re-
quired, after the verdict was given, was that the
king should be requested that his death might
be an honourable and not an ignominious one.
He hinted, however, a desire that his execution
should be delayed till after Cobham'’s, probably
in the hope that on the scaffold itself his former
friend would do him justice, and declare his in-
nocence with his dying breath, ’

. After the trials, the court and the country were
all eager to know what would be the conduct of
the king, with whom alone the fate of the pris-
oners now remainéd ; but James, following the
usual principles of his kingcraft, kept his deter-
minations to his own bosom, suffering not even
his most favourite counsellors to know whether
he would show lenity or severity. The crimes
g;oved against George Brooke, and his general

d reputation, decided his fate, and he suffered
the full penalties of high treason in the month
of November, 1603. He died in the same bold
and careless manner in which he had lived, ap-
parently without either fear or regret; and the
whole country seems to have approved of the
firmness of the king in carrying his sentence into
execution.

Different feelings, however, were entertained.
in regard to the two priests, Watson and Clarke,
who suffered nearly at the same time. Neither
of them showed the slightest want of courage,
and Clarke boldly proclaimed, on the scaffold,
that he was a martyr to his religious faith. The
Roman Catholics, of course, exalted their vir-
tues and their devotion, and cried out against
the severity with which they were treated by a
monarch who had flatiered the Papists with false
hopes of toleration.

hese three executions, however, created great
alarm among the friends of the other prisoners,
and various efforts were made to avert their fate -
by petition and solicitation ; still James remain-
ed silent and unmoved. The day appointed for
the punishment of Cobham, Grey, and Markbham
approached rapidlv, and at length the death war-
rant was sent down to Winchester, and another



was: signed for the execution of Raleigh on the
Monday following, three days after the period
appointed for the fate of his fellow-prisoners.
l‘a.rkham. received some reason to hope, from
g:ince friends at the court, that his life would
spared; but the two peers and Raleigh were
directed to prepare themselves for certain-death.
‘The Bishop of Chichester and the Bishop of.
- Wincheeter remained constantly with Lord Cob-
ham and 8ir Walter Ralaifh, having been in-
structed by the king not only to give them reli-
glous consolation, but to induce them to make
a {ull confession, with a view, it would appear,
of reconciling the discrepancy of their ‘state-
ments.

if this was the monarch’s ob{ect, however, no
success was obtained; for while the weak and
imbecile Lord Cobham once more varied his
statements, and reasserted all that he had previ-
ously laid to the charge of Raleigh, the kmight
ﬁrmf; maintained his innocence, and varied not
in the least from his former account.

At length, on the Friday appointed for the
exccation, Markham was brought out of the
eastle, at ten o’clock in the morning, to the scaf-
fold erected on the green. Finding all the prep-
arations for the work of death ready, he com-
¥lained bitterly of having been deluded with
alse hopes, admitted that he had listened but
litle to the exhortations of the priests, having
been always assured that he would receive a
pardon, and added that he was in no degree pre-
pared to die.

Nevertheless, he displayed no want of cour-
age, but calmly took leaye of some of his friends
who stood near the scaffold; but one of them
having given him a bandKerchief to cover his
eyes, he threw it indignantly from him, saying
that he could look death in.the face without
blushing. He then crossed himself, knelt, and
prayed ; after which he stripped off his dqublet,
and tarned back the collar of his shirt, that his
neck might receivethe blow of the axe unimped-
ed. While he was performing this last sad cere-
mony, a Scotch gentleman, of the name' of John
Gibh, groom of the bedchamber to the king, ap-
proached the scaffold from the side of the cas-
tle, and called the sheriff to speak with him.
Their conversation seemed long to the specia-
tors, and probably not less so to the unfortunate
Maikham, who remained with his neck  and
shonlders bare, waiting for the order to lay his
head upon the block. At length, Sir Benjamin
Tichborne, the sheriff, returned, and addressing
the prisoner, said, * Sir, since you tell me that

ou are so ill-prepared for death, having been led

y false hopes that your life woald be spared, I
take upon me, after consultation with a gentle-
man attached to the king, to grant you two
hours’ respite, that you may reconcile yourself,
if F_imihle, to God before you die. Follow me.”

Hastily covering his throat, and resuming his
garments, with his whole brain whirling and his
heart full of doubt and uncertainty, Markham
followed the sheriff from the scaffold, and was
conducted to the wide old stone chamber known
in those days as Prince Arthur’s Hall, where,
the door being locked, he was left to meditate in
solitnde, without even the presence of a priest
to afford him consolation, or encourage him to
hope.

In the meanwhile, Lord Grey de Wilton was
led to the scafford, accompanied by a Puritan
minister, of the name of Field, and a- large troop
of noble friends. His countenance was gay and

ARABELLA STUART.

smiling, his whole demesnour and unefect-
ed; and after Field had prayed some time,
the young lerd addressed the people in an -elo-
quent speeeh, full of deep relié:’us feeling, snd
confidence in the mercy of . He locked,
says one of the authors of that day, more like's
bridegroom than a condemned eriminal,

In the midst of his speech, however, he was
interrupted by. the sherift, who informed him '
that he had the king's command to stay the or-
der of the execution, and to behead Lord Cob-
bam first. With much surprise, and no expres-
sion of satisfaction, Lord Grey, whose - mind
was perfectly made up to his fate, suffered him-
self-to be led back to the castle, where he alse
was locked up in Prince Arthur’s Hall, to con-
verse with Sir Grifin Markham upon theis
sirange sitnation.

Lord Cobham was next brought upon the
#cene, and he also went through the same cere~
mony of prayer and prepgration for the block.
He showed none of that timidity and want.of
resolution, now that his fate was decided, whieh
he had displayed while. it seemed doubtful, but
maintained that what he had said of Sir Walter
Raleigh was true, though, as some writers have
justly observed, no one could tell what he did
really wish to impute .and what he did not, as,
among his various confessions and retractions,
tl:;re was no part that did not contradict an-
other. - : .

As he was about to kneel down to receive thu'
stroke of the axe, the sheriff stopped him, say-
ing that he had orders to confront him, even at
that last hour, with some of the other conspin-
tors; and a message having been sent into the
castle, Lord Grey and Sir Griffin Markbam
were brought back to the scaffold, where Sir
Benjamin Tichborne addressed them in a long
speech, inquiring whether they did not confess
they were justly condemned, and merited death.

To this they assented, without reserve, and
the sheriff announced to them that the king, in
his great mercy, had determined to spare their
lives. A full pardon, however, was not given;,
and Lords Cobham and Grey were destined te
endutre a long and pai